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SIR, | 
oN Authors, 
like young Wives, 
dare liable to di- 
ſtruſt their own Conduct 
in every Thing; and, whilſt 
they fear venturing too far, 
are apt to ſtop ſhort, and 
rob their Benefactors of 
thoſe Acknowledgments, 
they juſtly deſerve: Or, by 
By A3 uſing 


T Dedication. 
uling too looſe a Rein, un- 
avoidably run into Adula- 
tion. But I need fear nei- 
ther of theſe Cenſures, 
ſince your Modeſty, „ hich 
is ſo conſpicuous, will Par- 
don one, and your Cha- 
Lracter ke n ſuffe De 
fence againft tother, for 
tis impoſſible to ſay more 
of you than you Deſerve. 

To attempt your Chara- 
cer, wou'd be too daring 
an Undertaking ; For what 
Pen, beſides your own, 
| cou'd expreſs that juſt 
Thought, lively Fancy, 
flow- 


The Dioellication. 


guage, that adorn thoſe 
[ ieces, which, like ineſti- 
mable Jewels, too valua- 
ble for common Ute, are 
reſervd for the Enter- 
tainment of your happy 
Friends? Your lucky Ge- 


nius in Poetry, and your 


peculiar Taſte for Muſick, 
proclaim you the Muſes 


Darling; for you they re- 


Herve their choiceſt Fa- 


vours: And, indeed, with- 


out ſuch Qualifications, no 
Man can have atrue Reliſh 
for Productions of this 
18555 Kind; 


. flowing and eaſie Lan- 


| The Dedication. 
Kind; and the moſt Ex- 
cellent Pieces, wou'd be 
entertain d with Coldneſs 
and Contempt. 

How I have perform'd in 
the following Scenes, is 
neither poſſible, nor proper 
for me to determine; tis 
Praiſe enough, that you 
bave given me leave to lay 
itt at your Feet, which I pre- 
fer before the vain Ap- 
plauſe of clapping Multi- 
tudes; nor cou d I ever ex- 
cuſe it, either to the World, 
or my ſelf, if J ſlipt any 
Opportunity of oubliſhing | 
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The Dedication. 
the Honour you do me: 
ze Tisa Vanity we are all lia- 
s ble to, and we glory in the 
Excellencies of our Patron. 
in [Beſides the Advantage, tis 
ig 1a Piece of Juſtice due to 
er this Poem, and my ſelf, to 
is fly for Sanctuary to one 
u who is moſt apt to Pardon, 
y becauſe the moſt capable 
to judge; and has himſelf 
p- not only approv d, but alſo, 
by his inimitable Perfor- 
mance, Corrected and Re- 
find upon the moſt plea- 
ſant Parts of Poetry. 


S To 


unſpeakable Happineſs off 


The Deatcation. 
To conclude, Sir, (for 1 | 


wou'd,above all Things, a- 


void being too Prolix) give 
me leave to joyn my hear- 
ty Wiſhes with the reſt off 
Mankind, for your long 
continuing, as you are, a 
great Incourager, and prin- 
cipal Ornament of all Po- 
lite Literature, and Gentile 
Accompliſhments, to the 


all your Friends, among 
whomto finda Place, isthe 


higheſt Ambition of, 

SIR, 

Tour moſt Oblig d, moſt Obedient, 
and moſt humble Servant, 


Sus ANNA CENT-LIVRE. 


r] 
, a- 


Ve Wr. Hazards Poets run, in Times like theſe, 
Sure to Offend, uncertain whom to Pleaſe: 
AT- If in a well-work'd Story they aſpire, | 
O 7 15 imitate old Rome's or Athens Fire, 
; It will not do; for flrait the Cry ſhall be, 
*Tis a forc d heavy Piece of Bombaſiry. 
Comedys their Theme, tis ten to one 
It dwindles into Farce, and then 'tis gone. 
If Farce their Subject be, this Witty Age 
Holds that below the Grandeur of the Stage. 
Our Female Author, tho' ſhe ſees what Fate 
Does the Event of ſuch Attempts ſtill wait; 
With a true Britiſn Courage venters on, 
Thinks nothing Honour, without Danger won. 
She fain wou'd ſhew our great Fore-father's Days, 
When Virtue, Honour, Courage, wore the Bays: 
Fain wou d fhe kindle up thoſe fading Fires, 
That warm'd their Noble Blood to fierce Deſires. 
' When the Bold Hero, after tedious Wars, 
With Bleeding Wounds adorn 4 and Glorious Scars, 
From Conqueſt back return'd, with Lawrels Crown'd, 
Where from the Fair, their juſt Rewards they found. 
She thinks't a Crime in any one to dare, 
or hope io gain-a Conqueſt o'er the Fair, 
io ne er cou'd boaſt a Victory in War. 
Let but your Arms abroad ſucceſsful prove, 
, | The Fair at home ſhall Crown your Toils with Love, 


By a Gentleman. 
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- Emilia, her Couſin, an Heireſs, new] 


9 


Dram atis Perſc onæ. ( 


M E N. | * 
Cone Many, in Love with Clarinds, Mr. Cory. 
Captain Bellmein, his Friend. Mr. Booth. 


Toper, an Enemy te Matrimony, and a | 
Friend to ho Bottle. L Cr. Powell, 


Sir William Mode, a Fop, in Love with * 
Clarinda, and countenanced by her > Mr. Bowman. |\\ 


: f 
ig 


Father. 


Ogle, a Fortune- hunter, a conceited Fel- 


low, that fancies every Body i 510 Love Mr. Pack, 
with him I ( 


Careful, Father to den. . Mr. Feldhose. 
w OMEN. . 
Clarinds, in Love with Manly. Mrs, Prince, 


7 | 
come out of the Country. 7 un. n Gy 


Mrs. Plotwell, formerly a Miſtreſs 2 
Bellnem. Mrs, Zee. 


Maid to Clarinds. 


A Serjeant, Drummers and Servants. | 
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ACTI SCENE I 
«| SCENE, The Street, 


Enter Colonel Manly. 


COLONEL. 


Odo Men labour to fool themſelyeg 
What Pains did I ſpare, or Excuſe did 
I not invent, to perſwade my Friends 


| 1 5 BE ; of their troubleſome Ceremony, that 
E ST» SH 1 wou'd have waited on me home; and 


l — * 4 . 


king a Turn or two before this Window. 
. e Oh 


rr — v r W r 


—— - > — 
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I was going another way, to get rid 


== all this for an Opportunity only of 


- 
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Oh Love! How powerful are thy Charms, thus to 
unman, and ſend me like a Boy, gaping after imaginary | 
Joys. ; 
| Not all the Hazards of a Soldier's: Life cou'd half ſo 
much affect me, as the dreadful Apprehenſion of diſplea- 
fing this Girl. + 

Whatever I do, whether 1 Eat or Drink, whether 1 
Sleep or Wake, whether I'm at home alone, or abread 
in Company, my Thoughts are ſtill of her: She's always i : 
preſent, I can ſee nothing but her, I can hear nothing but 

er, I can think of nothing but her; and in ſhort; I care | 
for nothing but her. 5 

Tis Happineſs enough for any Man to love and be beloved 
by ſuch a Woman; She's ſo Beautiful, ſo Agreeable, and ſuo 
Loving; yet ſo Virtuous, ſo Chaſt, and ſo Conſtant, that 
if her Father's rigid Oppoſition were remoy'd, nothing 4 
con d add to the Bleſſing lies in ſtore for me. 1 


Fang 
” 


Enter Captain Bellmcin, goes within two or three Yards 
of the Door, then ſtops ſhort, looks up. 


Capt. Ho, this muſt be the Houſe — But what the Devil 
am I the better for't, the Doors are lock d, Windows bar d, 
my Miſtreſs aſleep, and I may return like an Aſs as I came, 
without ſo much as being dream'd of — Can Love, that 
never fails his Votaries at a pinch, inſpire no stratagem 
now? Egad I was never more able to offer him a plenti- © 
ful Sacrifice; and did my Miſtreſs know with what warm 
Deſires I come, ſhe'd meet me half way, or ſhe deſerves # 
to dye a Maid. ; =. LR 
Col. The more I think, I ng perplex my ſelf the more; 
like a poor Fly in a Spider's Web, by labouring to get looſe, 7 
I ork m (af 808 in the Toyl. | n " 
And why fſhou'd I ſtruggle any longer with what 1 
can't maſler? or deſire to be without what 'm pęrſwaded 
is the greateſt Bleſſing in the World 4 
I'm refoly'd I will Love on [Turns ſhort upon 1, 
Captain.) Ha! a Man, and it 1 miſtake not, mad Helme, An 
whom 1 left at the Roſe, he's upon fome AmorousDehign, e. 
Fr | Pull 
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but is too open to hide any thing from his Friend. I'll ac- 
coſt him. 
4 Good-morrow Captain, I commend: your early Indu- 
cr, ſtry, you are chuſing ſome fortifyd piece of Virtue to lay 
= a manly Siege to. | $5 
Cap. Ha, Colonel, Good-morrow to you with all my 
1-8 heart: No, Faith, I never ſtay the Formality of a Siege; tis 
d you honourable Lovers are forc'd ro undergo that Drud- 
= gery; whene'er | meet any, as I rarely do that reſiſt the 


1 ” ſhock of my firſt Aſſault, 1 fairly draw off to the next, 
re = who are ſure to ſurrender upon more eaſie Terms. 


; Col. So you take all by Storm, Plunder the Garriſon, 
d Fire their Quafters, and march off in Triumph. 
Cap. What Ido can't be comprehended by conſtant pule- 
at ing Lovers. | 

5 They can't bear thoſe ſtrong Joys we ſuck from our 

* luſty Draughts of Love; like weak-tighted Birds, they fly 
4 about in the twilight of Pleaſure, not able to bear the Me- 
ridional Heat and Pleaſure of it. <7 
| One kind Glance crowns all your Hopes, and raiſes you 
to the higheſt Happineſs; but then a Fron or ſower Look, 
Colonel, throws you down again to Deſpair. So that —— 
| Col. Have a care, Cattain, how far you launch out in this 
ſtrain, leſt you be too like our Modern Widows, who ex- 
claim moſt againſt a ſecond Husband, when they are juſt 
upon the Point of having one. 
Cab. So that from my laughing at honourable Lovers, 
as you call them, you wou'd learnedly infer 1am one my (elf, 
Col. Nay Railery apart, it has been ſeriouſly obſerv'd 
that you are — 
Cap. What? 

Col. Very much alter'd of late, 

Cap. How! Faith I think my ſelf the ſame Man, I have 
the ſame Appetites, the ſame Deſires, that ever I had. 
Col. Ay, but you ſaunter about in Solitary Plices, avoid 
our Acquaintance, and when you can't eſcape them are 
the more uneaſie than a rich Miſer with a borrowing Friend: 

And here now I find you out of your way, addreſſing 
"8 yourſelf to ſenſeleſs Wood and Stone. | 


T 1 B2 ua. 


a 
but 
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a more beautiful Daphne than e er the Delian God purſued, 
a Girl ſo bright, ſo ſparkling, and what recommends her 
much more to me, ſo coming, [ Embraces him] that had 
ſhe liv'd in the Days of Venus, ſhe wou'd have rival'd that 
Goddeſs, and out- done her too in her own Attributes. 

Col. Have a care you don't miſ place your Worſhip, for 
to my particular Knowledge no ſuch Perſon lodges in this 
Houſe. 

Cap. To my more particular Knowledge ſuch a Perſon 
does lodge in this Houſe, and in the Room that looks out 
at that Window too. 


Col. Ha! Clarinda lodges there, tis true; but that ſhe's | 


ſuch as he deſcribes is falſe—— Yet ſhe's a Woman, and 
where Diſſembling grows ſo much in uſe, Perfection muſt 
be a Stranger. I'll for a while lay by the implicit Lover 
for the more inquiſitive jealous Man, and try him farther. 
LAſide.] Well, I may be deceiv'd, but how do you know 
you are not ſo too? 

Cap. Why Faith, ſince I know you to be an honeſt Fel- 
low, and a Man of Honour, I don't care if I truſt you 
with the Secret, upon Condition your Aſſiſtance ſhan't be 
wanting upon Occaſion. 

Col. Slife 1 ſhall be drawn in to help him away with 
my Miſtreſs. ¶ Aſide.] If ſhe be ſuch as you deſcribe, I 


believe you will have no great Occaſion for help. But to 


the purpole. 


Cap. Why you muft know that in this Houſe lives a 


damm d Poſitive ill-natur'd old Fellow. 


Col. 1 know it too well, or by this time his Daughter 


had been out of your reach. [Aſide. 
Capt. And that there's a young Lady, his Daughter, 
Neice, or ſometbing. — 
Col. Ay, very probable. What then ? 
Cap. Why, that likes my Perſon, that's all. 
Col. How do you know this ? 


Cap. Know it? I have infallible Signs of it; ſhe makes 


Aſſiguations with me, and keeps them; receives my Ad- 
| __ dreſſes, 


Cap. Ay, my Friend, but this ſenſeleſs Wood includes 


- 5 2 1 2 - * MW. 
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dreſſes, Letters, and Songs, nay ſings em too; and if theſe 
2X ben't Signs ſhe likes me, the Devil's in't. | 
Y Col. Well. but her Name —— Tl yet believe Clarinda In- 
*Z nocent, and tis ſome one elſe he miſtakes for her. ¶Aſide. 
3 Cap. Nay, now faith Colonel you are unreaſonable, you 
* Know tis not fair to tell Names. ; 
r 6; Col. Not tell me her Name! then I ſhall think you 
s trifled with me all this while, and ſcorn the Friendſhip I 
offer. | 

Cap. VII rather tell you all I know, but as for her Name 
Faith and Troth I know no more hers than ſhe does mine; 
her defire to be unknown her ſelf, made her the leſs preſſing; 
J ſuppoſe, ſo that we freely paſs amongſt our ſelves for 
Celadon and Cloe as you may ſee by this Song, if you'tk 
be at the Pains of Reading it; tis the laſt I ſent her, and 
* tho'inconſiderable in it {elf, receives from her Voice in- 
r. © eftimable Value. | 
y | Col. O' my Soul, the very Song I heard Clarinda ſing} 

dis me paſt all doubt. 

Cap. What, at a ſtand Colonel ! Ha! What means all 
= this Concern ? 
Col. *Tis for you, my Friend; that Woman you admire 
I know to be the moſt Cunning, Treacherous, falſe Diſ- 
ſembler, nay worſe, it worſe can be, in the World; I 
wou'd adviſe you to proceed with Caution; for Husbands, 
Caftain, too lite repent, when they can't quit the Ill. 
Cap. He, it it be only my Danger that diſturbs you III 
ſoon eaſe you of that Tronblez Marriage is not the Courſe 
I Steer, we never admit ſo ſour a Thought to turn our more 
= pleaſant Converſation. | 
Col. How, not Marry! What then does all this tend to? 


OY mils 2 „ 89a we 


Cap. Phoo, that's unreaſonable again; why nothing, no-— 
thing. but a little harmleſs Mirth or fo. 
Col. On my Soul he deſigus to Debauch her- - [ {ſides 
5 Cap. Ha! the Colonel in his Dumps again, there's ſome- 
Ki thing in't l don't underſtand. [Aſide. 
ce: Col. Harkee, Captary, I know you have Courage, and 


d- ; always took you tor a Man of Honour, thereforethink it 
Tes, Worth my while to tell you this Woman you have been ſo 
9 B 3 free 


Ido. | 


it ſhe can hold out aga 
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free with is one I have a long time lov'd, therefore expect 
you'll give me unqueſtionable Proofs of what you have ſaid, 
or meet me with your Sword, and ſo] leave you to prepare 
your ſelf for which you think moſt proper. Going. 

Cap. Hey day ! Have I been all this while making a 
Confident of my Rival, and telling my Sccrets to the on- 
ly Man 1 ought to hide em from? Now I perceive what 
twas made him fo teſty, but he ſnan't part thus. Lookee, 
Colonel, to ſhow how much I value your Friendſhip, VI! 
conſent to what you propoſe; and tho' fighting may be 
of leſs trouble, yet for your Eaſe I'll undertake to make 
out what I've ſaid. 

Col. Upon that Condition I'll call you Friend again, but 
if you ſhou'd fail you had beſt look to it. 

Cap. Here's ſome Company coming this way, let's re- 
tire till they paſs, then I'll tell you our whole Intreigue, 
and leave you to judge whether I have reaſon to think as 

| [They withdraw. 


Sir Mill Le Reviere. (Laric) Sir. (Sir Will) Bli- 


ſter me if you don't ſpeak plain Engliſh! I ſhall have the 


World think I'm ſuch a Sloven as to keep an Engliſh Va- 
let: Do you hear, if you dont Mimick em better J ſhall 
turn you away. 
Le Rev, Me vil take al de care imaginable, Sir. 
Sir Will. Very well, Is the Muſick all come? 
Le Rev. Yeſs Sire, here be de Fidle, de Hautbois, de 


Courtel, and de Baſe Vial, dey be all deſpoſe for to receive * 


our Command. 
Sir Mill. Tis very well · d hear, do you Marſhal them in 


order before this Window, and ſee they be ready to ſtrike up 
as ſoon as I give the Word. ¶ The Colonel and Captain appear. 


Cap. What the Devil's here, another Lover ? What think 
ou now, Colonel; your Miſtreſs muſt be more than Woman 
inſt ſuch a formal Siege. 

Col. This Fop I know too well to be jealous pf, and 
know her ſo far from encouraging him, that her Father's 
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Authority which countenances him, can ſcarce procure 
him common Civility from her. 

Cap. Hiſt, the Thing opens. 
N Sir Hill Well, *tis an unſpeakable Happineſs we Men of 
Parts en joy above the reſt of Mankind: By our good Ma- 
nagement we make cur Accels to every thing we admire, 
> ecaly and certain: How many thick-skull'd Fellows are 
8 content to dream of their Miſtreſſes, while I take a more 
> ſecure Method, and wake her in the Morning with har- 
> monious Muſick. | 
Il wonder how the Ladies can ſuffer theſe Idle Fellows 
that take no more Pains to pleaſe them; for my own part, 
I believe I have ſomething extraordinary in me that makes 
me ſo acceptable to all the Women I come in Company 
with. - Well Mufick! 
I hope you will all ſhow your ſelves Maſters in your 
Performance, come ſtrike up: Ah! Merciful Apollo, what 
a a hideous Noiſe you make; there's a Sound fitter to ſtorm 
2 Breach with, than approach a Lady's Slumbers. Play 
7 fome ſoft Air, a Conſort of Flutes wou'd have done well. 
| ¶Hchile the Muſict plays he uſes a great many odd 


Poſtures ; ſeeing the Door open, the Muſict ceaſes, 
4 and he runs to meet Lucinda's Maid. | 
Col. How, the Door open ? 
= SrV//il. Ha! my dear Angel, How does my Goddeſs 
receive my Morning Sacrifice? e 
Flo. As ſhe does every thing that comes from the in- 
3 comparable Sir Hilliam Mode, with particular Marks of fa- 
| 4 vour in Private, tho' ſhe's ob'1g'a to lay great Reſtraint on 

her Carriage in Publick, to appear cold to him. 
Sir Will. Bur methinks ſhe need not beſoreſery'd, ſince 
1 have her Father's Conſent. 
Flo. Ay, *tis that makes her ſo; for his croſs Humour, 
© ſhou'd ſhe ſhow the Affection ſhe really has for you, wou'd 
make him run counter to what he fo eagerly purſues now 
out of meer Oppoſition : For he never oppos'd Colonel 
"Manly, till ſhe expreſs d ſome liking for him; and now 
mne tears, ſhou'd ſhe own her Love for you, *rwou'd 
prove as fatal to her Hopes, therefore begs you by me to 
4 B 4 take 
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take all Indifference in Publick for particular Marks of 


Favour, 


Sir Ir ill. Well, I'll take your Advice; and ſweet Mrs. Flora, ö 


let me intreat you to accept of this ſmall Acknowledge- 
ment for Favours I have receiv'd by your means. 

Flo. Oh! Lord, Sir, I vow I'm aſham'd; but I ſhall be 
always ready to do you good Offices with my Lady. 
Sir, your Servant. Exit. 

Sir Hill. Adieu Angel, — here Muſick, ſtrike up a 
merry Ramble, and lead to my Lodgings. [ Exit, 

Col. O Woman! Woman! Now Friend I believe all you 


ſaid, and a great deal more; yet who cou'd expect with + 1 


ſo much Beauty ſuch ugly Falſhood. For thee, or any 
Man, ſhe might have ſome Plea; but this ſign of a Man! 


to fall ſo low argues a very depray'd Appetite : S death! 


can't bear the Thoughts ot. 


Cap. Have a little Patience, and every ſmall Diſcovery | 
will help yon forward to your loſt Liberty: Before to 


Morrow Night I'll lay ſuch convincing Proots be fore your 
Eyes, as ſhall infallibly complcat your Cure. 
Col. What's here, another Serenade ? More Lovers yet? 


Enter Toper Singing. 


Ihe Devil à bit care I for a Wit, 
So I have but Wine and a Fire; 
A Wench when I pleaſe, my Paſſion to eaſe, 
The Devil a Wife I deſire. 
Cap. Ha. ha, Drunken Toper recling home after a Night's 
deboach; | ſure be's no Lover, *twou'd be impoſſible for 


the blind God to fi:d his Heart tor the Fumes ef Wine; 


beſides, tis ſo indifferent to every Thing elle there's no 
taking it bu: with a Bottle. 
Col. Ha, Toper, thou holdeſt thy own yet, I ſee, 


Top. Colonel, good Morrow. | with you hold your own, | 


Boy, for i met a Thing in the next Street may chance un- 
dermine your Foundation, one who ſays he can do more 
in one Night, than you in all the Days of the Week. 
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Col. What do you mean ? © [1,504 eee 
Top. Why 1 met Sir William Mode big with Succeſs, re- 


turning from Clarinda, who, he ſays, encourages his Ad- 
XX dreſs in private, and only Favours you in publick, to egg 
ber Father on to Conſummation with him; and this he 
paurchas'd with a Serenade. | 

Col. 8 death does he boaſt of his Succeſs, and muſt my 
Z Misfortune be the Subject of the Coxcomb's Raibery ? 
Am I publiſh'd to the World as a Blind for his Deſigns ? 
Hell and Furies, 'tis not to be born: I'll after him imme- 


diately, and were every Vanity about him a Hercules, I'd 


force my way thro' them all to ſtop that foul Breath of 
his. | [ Going. 
Cap. Hold, hold, you will but widen the Sore you de- 
ſign to heal; twill be no hard matter from the Coxcomb's! 
XZ fruitful Impertinence to take another Occaſion for Quar- 
= relling, and then pay old Scores; or if it be my luck firſt 
to meet the Opportunity, you may be ſure I] throw in 
| 1 a hearty Thruſt tor you. | 
* - Top. Nay, Sir, you may fave your ſelf the labour of 
Quarreling, for he won't anſwer Expectation, I aſſure 
you. 
Cap. A Coward; Nay then he ſhall Dance a Minuet 


1 
} 
" 


6 the length of the Street, while 1 beat Time upon his 


4 Back-ſide. 
Col. Hang him, he's not worth our Reſentment: Pri- 
5 thee Toper, what is he, for 1 have but barely ſeen him? 
1 4 Toper, In the firſt Place, he's a meer Compound of 
Powder, Paint and Affectation, ſo Perfum'd, you may. 
= ſmcll him a Mile; he thinks every Woman in Love with 
= him, and will allow no Man to claim a ſhare in ought a- 
bove a Chamber- Maid; or ſtand in Competition with his 
Parts or Perſon. 
Cap. And yet not Fight, ſay you? 
\ Teper. Fight, no, no, he hates the fight of a drawn 
Sword, as much as I do that of anempty Bottle. He will 


ſometimes pretend to Courage, as ſome Women will to 


Honour and Honeſty, tho? cheir laclinations tead to nei- 
/ By cher 
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ther, no more fan Hine to Matrimony. He has 4.90001, 
a Year, which he ſpends in Intrigues, fine Cloaths, and 
Mulick. And he has always as many Fiddlers at his Heels, 
as a General, Officers at his Levee. 

Col. Whoſe Attendance is better rewarded, I fancy, no 
doubt they taſte the Fruits of their Labours ſweetly. 

Toper. I'my Conſcience I believe they deſerve it, for 
who becomes his Favourite, mult uſe as much Flattery as 
wou'd purchaſe a Maidenhead, tho' the Woman's deſign 
was Marriage. Oh that Fortune ſhou'd be ſo Liberal to 
ſuch a Focl, when ſo many honeſt Fellows fit in a Coflee- 
houſe all the Evening, for want of Money to go to the 
Tavern. 

Cal. Riches are the common Chance of Knaves and 
Fools, Fortune is rarely favourable to a Man of Senſe; tis 
with difficulty and danger they purchaſe a Smile from that 
Fickle Miſtreſs, but Fools are ſtill her Care. 


- 1 ſhall take more notice of this Fellow the next time I 
ſee him. has 

+ Toper. Which may be this Morning if you will for he 
Juſt now invited me to an Entertaisment of Muſick, that 
is to be perform'd at his Chamber by ſome of the beft 
Maſters ; there will be Champaign, Boy. 

Cap. Will you go, Colonel ? 

Col. Not I ; the Converſation of Ton- Ladies, who 
entertain you with the Opinions ot fifty Fbols. of their 
Wit and Beauty, andhow manag'd by them to their Ruin, 3 

wou d be a thouſand: Times more acceptable to me, than 
the medly Chat of Fops and Fiddlers. 

Cap. Then you won't go? | 
Col. No, I'll expect you at my Lodgings. [Ex, 
.. Toper. But you will, there's Chanipaign, Pox o' the 
Company. | | 

Cap. And Muſick too, if that be good, the Company 

be hang cd. Ex, 
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SCENE changes to Clarinda's Lodging in ber 
Father's Hoaſe. | 


Enter Clarinda and her Couſin Emilia, undreſs d, 
as wak'd by the Serenade. 


Clar. Dear Emilia, you ask ſo many Queſtions, prithee 
have ſome pity, and ſpare me a little. 

Em. Dear Couſin, do you pity me, and anſwer me a 
little. 

Clar. I have anſwer'd you theſe three Days you have 
been in Town, more Queſtions than all the Aſtrologers 
and Philomaths in London cord reſolve in a Month. 

Em. And | have as many more to ask before I can be 
ſatisfied: I'd fain know the cauſe of all this Alteration, 
why ſo much Uneaſineſs, and ſo much Spleen ?: Never 
pleas'd but when you are diſpleas d nor like your Com- 
pany, but when you are alone. In ſhort, I have ob- 
lervd —— 'I 

Clar, What have WW obſery'd, Coufin ? | 

Em. Why that your Fatberis never well, but when talk- 
ing to you of Sir #Hilliam; nor you pleas d, but when you 
are thinking of ſome Body elle. 

Clar. Oh, How inquiſitive are Girls! 

Em. Oh, How reſery'd are Lovers! © 

Clar. Prichee, Couſin, learn to be more Serious. 

Em. Prithee, Couſin, learn to be more free. 

Clar. Then you potrively believe I am in Love. 

Em Poſitively. 

Clar. And with —— 

Em. Another-gueſs'd Man than your Father defigns for 

du. 
: Clar. And nothing —— 

Em. Will perſwade me to the contrary. - 

Clar. Why then lam; and fince 'tis in vain to hidel * 
from you, Emilia, I'll try you with that Confidencel u- 
therto thought you too young for. 

Em, Alas, the little thinks I haye as great Intrigues of 

b | my 


- 
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my own, as any ſhe can truſt me with, tho? I have heen 
but three Days in Town. [ Afrde. 

Clar. I am. as you ſee Couſin, beſieg d Night and Day, 
by two as different as Night and Day; one in the head of 
innumerable Fopperies and Inſolencies, attacks me with 
the aſſurance of a Conqueror, before he enters the Field; 
being ſupported by the harſh Authority of a rigid Father, 
The other, after a thouſand obſequious Demonſtrations of 
Love at reſpectful Diſtance, courts to be admitted mine, 
rather than ſeeks to have me his. 

Em. I'my Conſcience were it my Caſe, I ſhou'd not be 
at a ſtand which to chuſe, there being ſuch apparent 
Difference. : 

Clar. Nay, there is more yet; for one is Generous and 
Brave, the other Cowardly and Pittitul ; one Judicious, 
rotherImpertinent; one Conſtant, t'other Whimtical; one 
a Man of Senſe, Yother a Blockhead; one admir'd by all, 
Tother ridicul'd by all. 

Em. One, I ſuppoſe, is the Gentleman that gave the Se- 
renade, Sir William, of whom | have heard ſo much ſince 
I came to Town; butt'otker, Clarinda I fear is no where 
to be found, ſuch Men appear but as they ſay the Phoenix 
does. not above one in an Age. 8 
Clar. And that ours has one in him, the judicious part 
of Mankind bears me witneſs. 

Em. Lovers, Clarinda, like People in Motion, fancy 
every thing they ſee moves as they do; and may be from 
the Knowledge of your own Principles and Reſolutions, 
you form your Notion of his Now cou'd 1 almoſt find 
in my Heart to diſcover my own Intrigue, it 'twere only 
to let her fee, there are Men that equal, if not exceeds hers, 
but that I'm aſham'd of its forwardneſs in ſo ſhort a 
time. [4ſide.] But how comes it, Couſin, that we never 
ſee this Man? 

Clay. Before you came to Town, my Father forbid bim 
the Houſe, with any farther Pretentions to me, upon Sir 


weigh d his Eſtate; for be, you kW 1 
| 2 


William's Account, to whom his Honour was engag'd before A 
he ſaw him, or elſe | believe his Follies wou'd have out- 
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Em. I know too much of him, for I have ſeen him. 

Clay. So you have t'other too, he was one of the two that 
bow'd to us t'other Night from the Side box, and of whom 
you have fince been ſo inquiſitive, tho' I never let you into 
the Secret till now. 
Ei. Of one of thoſe? I know a Secret which I believe 
© you are a Stranger to, and which I wou'd not for the 
World diſcover, till I know more on't. ¶Aſide] If that 
= be he, I like him as well as you can, but | think a Gen- 
tleman of Sir Milliam's Eſtate ſhou'd not ſeem ſo con- 
= temptible. 4 
Clar. O dear Couſin don't name him, for beſides tige 
particular Averſion 1 have for him, twould beget in the 
World a very ſlender Opinion of my Senſe, ſhou'd I en- 
courage ſuch a Fop. 
| Em. O quite contrary : Beſides Couſin. if you hate him, 
you can never get it in your Power to torment him, more 
than by Marrying him. 
| _ Clay. That would be making my ſelf uneafie, purely to 
trouble another; No, no, I muſt have ſome Contrivance 
to expoſe him, and our Neighbour Mrs. Plorwell ſhall help 
mie in it. 
i Em. Does that Lady ſtill continue her Perſecutien of 
"X Fops ? 
"A Flay, With as much Addreſs and Succeſs as ever ; and 
her pleaſant Accounts of her feign'd Intrigues, makes her 
very entertaining Company; ſhe hates Sir William Mode, 
and I am ſure will aſſiſt in any thing. 1 never had 
a ſtronger Temptation to Diſobedience than now, Love 
and Merit plead on Mans tide, Reaſon too approves my 
Cboice; the other's an empty Nothing, a meer Talker, 
we ll ſhew his Right ſide, expoſe him, ſhall, we not my 
Dear? 8 

Em. With all my Heart, I love Miſchief ſs well, I can 
refuſe nothing that farthers that. 2. 


The End of the Firſt Ad, 
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SCENE Sir William's Lodgingt. 


Enter Sir Willam in a Night gown, looking in his Glaſs. 
Sir INNS riling early is the moſt confounded 
thing on Earth, nothing ſo deſtructive to 
the Complexion. Bliſter me, how I ſhall look in the 
Side-box to Night, wretchedly upon my Soul. [Looking 


languiſhing Air, not altogether unbecoming. and by Can- 
dle-light may do miſchiet; by I muſt ſtay at home to re- 
cover ſame Colour; and that may be as well laid on too; 
fo tis reſolvd. I will go. Oh 'tis an unſpeakable Plea- 
ſure to be-in the Side-box, or crowd to the Stage, and 
be diſtivguiſh'd by the Beaus of Quality; to have a Lord 
fly into one's Arms, and kils one as amorouſly as a Mi- 
ſtreſs: Then tell me aloud, that he din'd with his Grace, 
and that he and the Ladies were ſo fond of me, they 
talk'd of nothing elſe. Then, fays I, my Lord, his 
Grace does me too much Honour —— Then my Lord. 
Pox on this Play, tis not worth ſeeing; we han't been 
ſeen at other Houſe to Night; and the Ladies will be 
diſappointed, not to receive a Bow from Sir Hilliam. He, 
he, he, ſays l, my Lord, Vil wait upon your Lordſhip. 
Then ſays my Lord, Lead the way Sir William. Oh, pray 
my Lord, I beg your Lordfhip's Pardon — Nay, Sir 
William — Pray my Lord — ¶ Enter la Reviere.] Pray 
Sir William —— Pray wy Lord. 
{ 4s he ſays this ſeveral times la Reviere enters behind 
him, but as he deſigns to paſs by him, is ſtill prevented 
| by- his turning from one ſide to t other, as he a#s him- 
elf or the Lord. _— 

La Rev. Hey! What the Devil is he Conjuring, and talk- 
ing with inviſible Lords? He's in his Aus, fome pleaſing 
Imagination hurries him out of his Senſes — But | mutt 
to my Cue, Hem, hem, Sir, dere be one two Gentlemen 
„ 


* 


in the Glaſs all the while.] Yet it adds ſomething of a 1 


. 
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below, come to wait upon you dis Morning, fal I ſhow 
dem up? 

Sir Mill. No, my Lord, by no means, I know better 
things, 

= Rev. What then am I a Lord? Egad I never knew 
my Quality before. [ Afade. 

Sir #411. Shaw, this Blockhead has rovs'd me from the 


a prettieſt Entertainment in the World. [Aſide | Well, 
o what would you, Sir? 
e Ia Rev. I vod tell you, Sir, dere be one two Gentle- 


„men wait upon you. 
Sir will. And let 'em wait till I have done— [I had 


ag Z a thouſand fine things to ſay upon that Occaſion, but this 
. 7 rude Fellow has frighten'd 'em all out of my Head, 
„ = [4jde.] Well, ſince my better Diverſion is over ſhow 
em up. | | 
4 I Rev. Yes, Sir. Exit la Rev. 
4 ® Enter Captain Bell mein and Toper. 
Sir ill. Gentlemen, I'm your moſt humble Servant. 
e. Mir. Toper | am extreamly yours, for the Honour you have 
done me ia bringing your Friend; I lay under ſevere Ap- 
2 1 22 that nothing cou'd engage you but a Drink- 
„ing bout. 

n . 0p. Faith you were in the Right, for if your Champaign 
» i had not more Charms than your Muſick, your Fidlers 
4 might have play d by themſelves for me. 

Sir Mill. Oh. how unpolith'd! how barbarous that is! 
p Cap. Bell. Why do you expect any other from him? 
od Hie admires no Muſick like Wine rattling in the Throat 
+ ol of a Flask, with a Chorus of Drawers at Coming Sir, 

7 Sir Hill. And that to me is the maſt nauſeous thing un- 
id der the Moon, impair my Vigor. 


Jop. Impair my Vigor! ha, ha, very pretty Faith; Pri- 

thee where did'ſt get that Affirmative? 
Sir Mill. Tis my own, at the Purchaſe of ſome Days 
X ſtudy; for o uic another Man's Oath, is, in my Opinion, 
as undecent, as wearing his Cloaths: And to be in the 
Road of the Vulgar, is beneath a Gentleman, who, in my 
+ Judgment, ought to be as much diſtinguiſh'd by bis Ex- 
prellions, as by his Coach and Liyery, | 
Cap: 
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Cap. Bell Right, Sir, for ſince every Body that has Mo- 
ney enough, ſets up an Equipage, a Gentleman ought to 
find out ſome other way of diſtinguiſning himſelf. 

Sir Hill. O' my Conſcience they will Ape us in that too, 
for they are ſo proud of following their Betters, that they 


even tread upon their Heels; not a formal Cit, or awkard J 
Lawyer's Clerk, that won't Court the Cook-wench a ] 
Quarter for Oil and Flower enough to garniſh out his 
Wig for a Day, that he may impudently mimick a Beau; 11 
if *rwere not beneath me, I cou'd kick ſuch Animals to a MX 1 
elly. = 2 
Top How! kick'em to a Jelly — Why I have ſeen of | 
that kind you talk of, brawny Fellows that cou'd kick and 
cuff too ſtoutly. | | n 
Sir Will. Ay, that may be, but 'tis not a Gentleman's t 
Buſineſs, that always wears a Sword, and has ſome half Vt 
Dozen of Footmen at his Heels, to kick and cuff; nor b 
ſtend and conſider whether the Mechanick be arm'd or b 


not, tis enough that he is, or but thinks he is, affronted, 

to attone for the Life of a Scou drel. 2 
Cap. Bell Now would this Aſs, rank Coward as he is, e 

if not curb'd by the Law, kill a hundred Men honeſter and ci 

ſtouter than himſelf, only becauſe they don't wear Swords, 


or are not ſo finical. E 
Top. I ſhould think, Sir William, theſe honeſt People that fi 


wear no Swords, very harmlets, becauſe they carry no pe 
Inſtruments of Miſchief about em. | pe 

Sir Mill. Iuſtruments! their very Hands, their dirty es 
Clothes, are Inſtruments of Miſchief. Lookee, Sir, Pl C0 
make it very plain to you, I may lawfully kill a Man in ot 

| my own Defence that comes Arm d, in Terrorem, to rob ll 2g 
| me of Fifry Pound, de 
Cap. Bell Right, Sir. bon 
Sir Mil. You allow that? 0 
| Top. We do. 4 's 
a 


Sir Will. Then I'll prove the reſt in an inſtant; I have a new 
Suit on that coſt me Fifty Pound, here comes thundering by 
a dirty Dray- man with bis Cart, that puts me in bodily 
tear, and ruſhing rudely by, daubs all my Clothes, ſo that of 


— 
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I can't wear them any more; now here's Fifty Pound loſt 
by this Raſcal's dirty Clothes, if I don't prevent it by run- 
ning him through the Body. 

Cap. Bell. How)! kill a Man for wearing dirty Clothes, 
ha, ha, ha, the Law makes better Proviſion for Men's 
Lives. ; 

Sir Will, The Law ſhou'd make better Provifion for 
Men's Clothes too; for the Inſolence of the Vulgar is in- 
ſufferable, and if one or two of them were made Ex- 
amples, the reſt wou'd be more Civil. 
of | One Night af'er Play, I waited on a Lady. from the 
ad Box to her Coach, comes a clumſy Cir, with a paultry 

Mask out of the Gallery, ruſh'd againſt me, threw down 
1's the Lady's Page, bruſnt all the Powder out of my Wig, 
1f then cry'd ba, ha, ha, we have ruin'd the Beau; had [ 
or been a Lord, | wou'd have run him through the Guts 
or but to be try'd by a Middleſex Jury is the Devil. | 


d, | Top. Ay theſe Vulgar, as you call them, have 2 
greater reſpect for one another than to ſuffer that Man to 

s, eſcape that kills one of them, But I ſuppoſe your prin- 

d. cipal Conceru riſes from your Loſs of the Lady's Favour, 

s, | Sir Mill. It had no ſuch Effect on her, Iaſſure you, Sir; 


wherever I get footing in a Lady's Eſteem, I ſtand too 
it firm to be juſtled our by a Cit : As for Inſtance, III give 


o you another Adventure of mine, Being engaged by Ap- 
point ment to meet a Lady at Mhite's, and detain'd by ſome 
AF eExtraorcinary Buirels, the Lady chanc'd to be there in her 
f Coach as ſoon as I arrivd in mine; ſo that lighting out 


n of my Coach to go to hers, a naſty Fellow running juſt 
b @ agaipit me, almoſt beat me backward; and, tho' he did it 
deſignedly, yet cry'd Zounds, can't you ſee! Your Wi 

blinds you, does it | ſo taking one Side, gave it ſuch a rol 
over my Shoulder, that, had not the Lady been paſſionately 


in Love with my Perſon, the Diſorder I appear d in might 


have ſpoil'd my Amour. | 


Enter Servant, and whiſpers. 


Cap. Bell. Incorrigible Coxcomb, Pox on him, I'm weary 
of him, there's no Variety in him. Come, ſhall we go? 


Top. 


ma %  % 
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Top. No, prithee ſtay a little till we ſee what becomes 
of the Muſick. 
1 Bell. Of the Champaign you mean, Toper, ha, ha, 


Sir Will, Ah! Gentlemen, I'm the moſt unfortunate Man 
this Day alive. 

Cap. Bell. Why, What's the Matter? 

Sir Will. A curſt Miſchance has robb d me. 

Top. Not of yeur Wine, I A 

Cap Bell. Nor yeur Miſtreſs ? 

Sir Will No, but of Mr. Quaver. 

Top Why, is he dead? 

Sic Will. Not quite dead, but an unlucky Accident has 
put it our of his Power to oblige us with his incompara- 

le Voice. 
Cap. Bell. Is he run thro? the Body? 

Top. Or Drunk before Dinner? 

Sir ill. No, no, Gentlemen, but he has ſcalded his 
Mouth by drinking his Chocolate too hot this Morning, 
and can't ſing. ; 

Top. Ha, ha, ba, a fad Miſchance indeed, 


: 


Euter Servant and whiſpers, then goes out and brings 
in à Letter, 


Cap. Bell. Prithee, Toper who is this Fellow he laments 
fo much? ſome Raskal that, finding his Weakneſs, im- 
” on him. 

No, 'tis an intimete Friend of his, ane as Whim- 
Beil as himſelf. and truly fit for no other Company; he 
made ſhift in a Month's time to purchaſe the Diſpleaſure 
of moſt of the Quality in Town, in ſpight of ſome Excel- 
lence he has in Muſick ; and now is become fit Entertain- 
ment for fuch Fops a6this, who, after the ſtricteſt Engage- 
ment, will be put off with trifling Excuſes. [ Aſtde, 

Sir Will. You ſee, Gentlemen, how I ſpend my Life, I 
divide the greateſt part of it between Love and Muſick: 
And, to make amends for the Diſappointment of one, Fate 
has ſent me ſome new Diſcovery in t'other. Anew Amour 

| en- 


— 
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enfeeble me, for upon my Soul; Gentlemen, I never-ſaw 
the Hand before; and to convince you of its Novelty, 
I'll open it fairly before you [He opens it. and Toper looks 
over his Shoulder] Reads, Sir William I'd beg the Favour 
you'd meet me—— Ay, as I ſaid, Gentlemen Pri- 
thee Toper read it out. 

[While he reads, Sir William capers about. 

Top. A Billet-doux do you call it? Tis the moſt Maſcyu- 
line one I ever ſaw, and invites you to rougher Entertain» 
ment than you imagine, tis a very pretty Billet-doux truly, 
mall I read it out. Sir William. | 

Sir Will Ay, prighee dear Mr. Teper. 

Top. Sir Milliam, | beg the favour you'd meet me behind 
Mowuntagus-Houſe, at Six to Morrow Morning, with your 
Sword in your Hand, in order to anſwer what ſhill be al- 
ledg'd againſt you, by yours, as you uſe me, Rowghly, 

Cap. Bell, A Billet-doux, do you call it? Why tis a Chal- 
lenge. 

Sr Will Ha! [Taking the Letter and looking upon it ] 
?Tis fo, impair my Vigour ; now Bliſter me, if I did not 
think it as plain a Billet-doux as ever I read in all my Life. 
Where did the Porter ſay he brought this Letter from? 

Ser. From Hills Coffee houſe, Sir. 

Sir Will. The Devil he did! Why, what, have theſe Men 
of the Sword encroach'd upon our Privilege there tao ? 
What Bufineſs can they have amongſt us Beau's and Po- 
ets — What ſhall I do? For in ſhort, I won't fight a 
Man J don't know——and, Gentlemen, I vew I don't 
remember | ever ſaw this Mr. Rewghty in all my Life. 

Top. Oh he's a damn'd fighting Fellow, your only way 
is to {ſend him word you'll meet him on Calais Sands; 
Duelling is unſafe in England for Men of Eftates, he'll 
hardly be at the Trouble ef going over; fo that if he 
will Fight you, he muſt draw upon you whene'er he 
meets you; it ſo, you'll have both the Mob and the Law 
x * ſide; and if you kill him, you need not care a. 

uſe. 

Sir Will. Say you fo Sir, I' take your Advice, and an- 
{wer it immediately. . 

Cap. 
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Cap. Bel. I think Mr. Toper has given you Counſel as þ 
micely, as if you had given five Guinea's for a Fee, 
Sir Fill I'm infinitely oblig'd to him. 
Cap. Bell Sir William, 1 kiſs your Hand. 
Typ. Good-by Knight. 
Sir Vill. Gentlemen, your moſt obſequious Servant. 
Exeunt ſeverall/ 


SCENE II. Careful? Hoxſe, Ogle looking up at it. 


Enter on the other ſide Bellmein and Toper. 


Bell, Who the Devil is that Fellow now ? I think in 
my Conſcience this Place is become the Parade of Lo- 
vers. 

Top. What, don't you know him ! Why, *tis Ogle the 
Fortune- hunter. 

Bell. A Fortune-hunter! I ſhou'd ſooner haye taken him 
for « Sheep-ſtealer, 

- Top. He was an Attorney's Clerk, but his Father dying, 
left him a ſmall Eftate ; he bought out his Time, and fet 
up for a Fortune: There's ſcarce a Match-maker in the 

whole Town, but has had a Fleece at his Purſe; nor 
ſcarce a great Fortune in Town, but he'll tell you has re- 
ceiv'd his Addreſſes. In ſhort, He's a Medley of is?, 
Fool and Coward. Prithee let's ſpeak to him, be may 
divert us a little. 

Bell. With zl my Heart. 

Top. Mr. Ogle, your Servant — 
- Ogle. Ha! Mr. Toper, J kiſs your Hand Sir, I'm 


yours. [ To Bell. 
Top. What makes you ſauntering here? In my Con- 


ſcience I believe you are in Love with the great Fortune 
of this Houſe. 


- Ogle. Why really Mr. Toper, to be ingenious with you, | 
I am, and not without ſome very good Grounds neither, | 


I affure you. 
Bell. How! This Coxcomb encourag'd too. [ Aſide. 
Top. 


1 al 
II think the laſt time I ſaw you, you told me you was to 
be married to my Lady Rich. 
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Top. I was in hopes to have wiſh'd you Joy e er now; 


Ogle. I did ſo; but ſure | am the moſt unlucky Fellow 
living, the poor Lady died e' er ſhe cou'd have an Oppor- 
tunity of declaring her Mind to me; and truly 1 belieye I 
may, without Vanity, ſay, ſhe died for Love. 

Top. What, did you never ſpeak to her? 

Ogle. Never, 

Bell. How | Never ſpeak to her, ſay you; Why how the 
Devil did you make Love then ? 

Ogle. By a Thicd Perſon, Sir. 

Bell, I beg your Pardon, Sir — Great Perſons, I te- 
member, do court by Proxy. 

Ogle. I had ſeveral Letters from her, Mrs. Cuple was 
intimately acquainted with ker; you know Mrs. Cuple, 
Mr. Toper ? 

Top. Oh very well, Match-making is her Buſineſs. 

Ogle, Il ſhow you what ſhe us d to write to me. [ Pulling 
out Letters.] Here — no, hold, this is from a Baronet's 
Lady, with whom I had an Intreigue: This is it---no--- 
this is from a Merchant's Wife, a City Animal, that pre- 
tends'to a nicer Taſte than thoſe of her Leyel, and wou'd 
fain have a Child with the Air of a Gentleman; but I beg'd 
her Pardon, I left her to the Brutes of her own Corpora- 
tion, for I will have nothing to do with the Body Poli- 
tick. | | 

Top. Ha, ha, ha, 

Bell. Ridiculous Monſter, 

Ogle. For it you obſerve, Sir, a Tradeſman'is the moſt 

litigious Cuckold living, he ne er confiders the Honour a 


Gentleman does him, but values himſelf upon his Charter, 


and moves for Coſt and Damages, when he ought rather 
to be thankful for the Favour. 7 

Ball. Vou are very ſevere upon the City, Sir, but where 
is the Letters you was about to ſhow us? 

Ogle. Ha! upon my Life, Gentlemen, I put em into 
my Scrutore this Morning. But as I was ſaying, Mrs. Cuple 
bad a Hundred Guineas of me for the Management of that 

"P 1 "I Buſineſs; 
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Bufineſs ; and if the Lady had not died, I'm certain ſhe 
had been my Wife. Well. 1 ſhall ne'er forget What lan- 
puiſhing Looks ſhe'd caſt at me at Church; then put up 
her Fan to her Face and ſigh, as much as to ſay, you are 
the only Man can make me hippy. | 

Bell. Ha, ha, ha, extraordinary Symptoms faith *rwas 
uy unlucky that you cou'd not come to the Speech of 

er. 

Ogle. Twas my ill Fortune, but IJ am fo us'd ts Dif. 
appointments, that I bear them the eaſier; what I have 
met with, wou'd have broke the Heart of ſome Men; the 
Lady Wealthy was perfectly forc'd from me by her Uncle, 
elſe I'm convinc'd ſhe had now calFd me Husband, © 
_ Top. Why, what Hopes had you of her? 

., Ogle. Hopes? Why, the greateſt in the World; ſhe prais'd 
mie to every Body ſhe thoughr knew me; ſhe faid I had 


the handſomeR Foot and Leg ſhe ever ſa v, the beſt man- 


ner of-Drefſing, and the genteeleſt Carriage —— She faid 
ſhe colt hardly believe me an Engliſhi man, without doing 
Vio ke to her Reaſon. | 
l ſhou'd be glad that every Engliſh-born Blockhead 
wou d diſclaim his Country, Aide. Truly, Sir, I'm partly 
of the Lady's Opinion. | 
__ Ogle. Sir your very humble Servant 
Bell. But, Sir, was you not ſaying you had ſome reaſon 
to walk before this Houſe? | 

Ogle. I was fo, Sir. = 

Bell. Do you know Mr. Careful's Daughter, Sir? 
» Ogle. Oh, very well, Sir; tho, I believe, not ſo well as 
the deſiree, and | hope to do, in a little Time. 
Bell. Say you fo, Sir? 
- Top. Then you are very well acquainted, Sir. 

Ogle. Yes, very well acquainted, Sir. 

Bell. Pray, Sir, can you lutroduce me? 


Ogle, Faith, Sir, not very well; for 1 never ſpoke to 


| the Lady in my Life. 

Bell. How ! never ſpoke to her: Why I underſtood you, 
that you was well acquainted, Sir; Ha, ha. 
Og e. 
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Ogle. Why ſo lam. Sir — Why is it not poſſible to 
be acquainted without ſpeaking, Gentlemen? Why & 
Friend of mine lay all Night with a Lady, and never ſaw 
her Face nor knows not who ſhe'is to this Moment; 
now l think Secing is of greater Conſequence than Speaking. 
But you ſhall hear how far I'm acquainted with this Lady; 
I lodge at her Milleners, you muſt know. and J have ſe- 
veral Times paſ*'d throuzh the Shop when ſhe has been in't, 
and as foon as my Back has been turn'd, ſhe has always 
taken an Occaſion to commend me, and ſay ſomething 
extraordinary in my Praiſe, which my Landlady never 
fail'd to tell me, but with ſuch an Air, as if ſhe was de- 
fired to tell me. Then if ſhe ſees me walking here 
as | generally do every Morning, ſhe ſtraight repairs to the 
Window —- thus do you ſee — ſtand you there—— 
Now ſuppoſe me the Lady — you look up at my Win- 
dow and walk thus, do you ſee ? — Then I run to the 
Window thus-— clap m, Arms a croſs thus — and hang 
my Head thus — turn my Eyes 1:nguiſhing thus — as 
who ſhou'd ſay: if it were he Cuſtom tor Women to make 
the firſt Addreſſes, I wou'd now beckon yuu up. 

Bell. And is this all the Hopes you have? 

Ogle. Why is this nothing, Gentlemen? 

Top. Nothing at all; and S'x to Four the Lady never 
thinks on you. 

Ogle. Not think on me — Egad-if ſne don't Marry me, 
ſhe's the arranteſt Jil: in Chriſtendom. - | 4 | 

Bell: How, 155 . | 3 

Ogle. Jilt! Ay Jilt: Why what the Devil need ſhe 
have made any Enquiry after me, prais d or look'd at me; 
if ſhe wou d not have me, why did he give me Encou- 
rage ment? | 

Tp. Ha, ha, ha. | | 8 

Bell. Muſt a Woman be oblig'd to marry every Man ſhe 
looks at? | (ho 

Ogle. I am not Man, Gentlemen — Egad Pm re- 


ſolv'd FI] write to her, I'll know what ſhe mearis by her in- 
ſmuating Carriage; I'll to the Roſe and write my Letter, if 
you'll go with me, Gentlemen, you ſhall- ſee what Anſwer: 
ſhe'll ſend me. * ö 


Top. 
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Topp. Egad I'm reſolv'd to have good Diverſion with this 
Fellow; prithee Captain will you go with us ? 
Bell. I muſt pay a Viſit ts an old Miſtreſs of mine that 
lodges hard by, but I'll come to you. 

Ogle. To be Jilted! Egad I can't bear the Thoughts on't; 
Come, Gentlemen. [Ex, 


The SCENE changes to Mr. Plotwell's 
Lodgings. 


Mrs. Plotwell /ola. 


- Mrs, Plot. I grow weary of Perſecuting theſe Blockheads' 
the very Idea of a Gallant is nauſeous to me : Oh that all 
Women wou'd but treat the Fools as they deſerve ; wou'd 
they take my Advice, no Fop, whoſe Impertinence tended 
to the Prejudice of Virtue, ſhou'd '{cape unexpos d. 


Their different turns of Vice I'd ſhow, 
That this Cenſorious Town might know, 
The greateſt Monſter in the World's, a Beau. 


Enter Bellmein, 


Bell. The Vanity of Fops, you ſay, you'd ſhowy, 
That all Intreaguing Belles might know, 
There's Danger in a noiſy Beau. 
Mrs. Plot. Ha! Who's this that Eccho's my Sound ſo 
juſtly, yet ſo much inverts the Senſe? 
Bel. One that omits no Pains to invert as many of 
your Sex as he can. A true try'd old Friend to Love. 
[Embracing her. 
Mrs. Plot. Ha ! Captain Belimein ? 
© Bell. My charming Plotwell, as Blooming, Young, and 
Fair as ever, as Beautiful as Martyrs Viſions, and full of 
Pleaſure and Delight as Dreams of longing Boys. 
Mrs. Plot. Oh Lord, give me breath — let me have a 
little Air, or I ſhall die ſo , well, Where haye you 
been all this while? And how have you ſpent your Toms? 
1 * | | Lor 
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Lord 1 think I have a thouſand Queſtions to ask in one 
Breatb: 

Bell. And I have as many to ask you, but can't ſpare 
Time now ; ſome more preſſing private Bufineſs wou'd 
take me wholly up, fitter for the next Room—— Shall 


we retire ? | [Pulling her. 
Mrs. Plot, No, ſtand off; if we retire, it muſt be upon 
Conditions agreed to before-hand. | 


Bell, With all my Heart Child, I was never better con< 
dition'd for a Lady's Service in all my Life; lookee here 
here are Conditions, [/hows a Purſe of Gold] Obſerve the 
Conditions, and let's be happy; tho I never thought you 
Mercenary till now. | 5 

Mrs. Plot. I'm not ſo much diſpleas d with your miſta- 
king me, as I ſhou'd be with any one elſe; for beſides 
ſome Allowance for your Humour, your Abſence from 
Town ſo long, may excuſe you from the Knowledge 'of 
my preſent Principles and Defigns ; and as great a Liber- 
tine as you profeſs your ſelf, I know the awful Luſtre 
of Virtue has always met with due Reſpe& from you, and 
— Reſpect is the only Condition I require you to obs 
Bell, Ha hy, Why what the Devil is here, my old Mi- 
ſtreſs ſetting up for Virtue? For Heaven's fake, What do 
you mean, Madam ? | | 

Mrs. Plot. As I ſay, Sir, that I'm no more what you 
once knew me; ſince your Abode in Ireland, my Uncle, 
who kept me from my Eſtate, is dead, thank Heaven, and 
I now am Miſtreſs of a Fortune ſufficient for my Uſe; and, 
had I poſſeſt it ſooner, I never had been what I was: But 
now, I ſcorn Mankind on Terms like thoſe ; all innocent 
Diverſions I freely take, I keep the beſt Company; pay 
and receive Vilits from the higheſt Quality, People who 
are better bred than to examine into paſt Conduct. | 

Bell. Hy ! I find then that Reputation is never loſt but 
in an empty Pocket; well then thou'rt grown Virtuous, 
and. I muſt never hope for the Bleſſing again. a 

Mrs. Flat. Never, but Talk as free as you will, do but 
oblerye the Rules of Modeſty % like your Company and 

Ini 
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Converſation as well as ever, I'm not fo rigidly Virtueus 


to appear a Saint, I can lanch out and laugh with you ſome- 
times ; nay, perhaps contribute pt og Mirth. Ill give 


you a ſhort Account how I have paſs'd my Time, in ex- 
poſing to publick View, all the Follies of your Sex, that 
Part of them, I mean, whoſe Vanity brought them under 
my Laſh, ſuch whoſe tiffany Natures are ſo eaſily impos d 
ypon, to have the commoneſt Drabs in Town topt upon 


them for Women of Quality. 
Bell. This Town does abound with ſuch as you ſpeak 


of. 

Mrs. Plot: Oh, did you but ſee with what Variety tis 
furniſh'd, and how univerſally all Men are infected with 
an Itch after Quality, you'd be convinc'd there's not one, 
from the Gentleman of the Bed-Chamber, down to the 
Groom in the Stable, but thinks himſelf ſufficiently qua- 
lied to deſerve the Favour of any Lady in St. Fames's. 
I paſs d upon one for a Counteſs, upon another for a 
Dutcheſs, another a Baronet's Lady, and fo forth—— ha, 
ha, the poor Fools were loſt in a Cloud of Ignorance, rais d 
by the hurry of their own Expectations. 

[ Bel. Why, truly it wou'd ſurprize a Man, that never 
= convers'd with ought above a Pit-Mask, to be invited to 
= a Lady's Bed, ha, ha, ha. | 
4 Mrs. Plot. Such awkard Addreſs, and the Means every 
Man finds to recommend himſelf by, one for (Secrecy, 
Cother Wit, a third his Perſon, ſo every Fool finds ſome- 
thing to think valuable in himſelf. 

Bell. There's your weakly, finicking, dancing, fing- 
ing, witty Fop, who values himſelf upon writing Billet- 


Oux. 

Mrs. Plet. And thinks his Company ſo very apreeable, 
that he perſecutes People to Death, betore they can get rid 
of his troubleſome Impertinence. 

Bell. His chiefeſt Talent conſiſts in the Repartee of an 
Intrigue. But then there's your old harden'd Sinner. 
Mrs. Piat. Ay, he crys up Secrecy and Security, his Years, 

Wrinkles, and diſtorted Body, are ſufficient Defence againſt 


a ſſanderous Tongue; he values himſelf more for * 
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has been, than for what he is, recommending himſelf up- 
on his Knowledge and Experience. | 
Bell. And his great Judgment in the happy Management 
of an Intrigue, But the Man of Senſe. 
Mrs. Plot. Him all Women ought to ſhun, that fear 
coming under his Power; he approaches ſecurely. 
Bell. Addreſſes cunningly. . 
Mrs. Plot. Inſinuates himſelf lily into a Lady's Fayour: 
Bell. Then ſeizes his Prey at once. [ Embracing her. 
Mrs. Plot. Oh Lord, hold off. 


Enter Plotwell's Maid, and whiſpers her. 


Bell. Pox take her for coun ſo unluckily, this Denial 
of her's gives me as much Deſire as a new Face; that ſhe 
ſhou'd grow ſo unſeaſonably Virtuous, ¶Aſide.] Well, Ma- 
dam, you have Buſineſs I ſee, I'll take my leave, ſome 
other Time I'll hear it out —— x 

Mrs. Plot. My Buſineſs, at preſent, is for the good of your 
Friend Manly, and I don't know but we may have Occa- 
ſion for your Head to help us out. 


Bell, My Head, together with the reſt of Body, is at 
your Service, Madam, whenever you pleaſe to command 


your humble Servant. [ Exits 
Mrs. Plot. Clarinda deſires to ſpeak with me at her Fa- 
ther's Houſe, ſay you? | 
Maid. Yes, Madam, inſtantly. J 
Mrs. Plot. III wait on her. [Ex, 


SCENE changes to @ Tavern. 
Toper and Ogle ſealing a Letter. 
Ogle. Here, Porter, carry this Letter as tis directed, and 


bring me an Anſwer, 
Porter, Yes, Sir. [sir William Mode within.] 


Sir Mal. Here, Drawer, ſhow a Room, and fend your 


* - -- 


Maſter to me. | 
1 C2 Top. 
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Top. Ha, that's Medes Voice, a good hint, I'll have rare 


Spert with theſe two Puppies. [ Aſide. 
Ogle. 1 think 1 beard Sir William Mode's Voice, Prithee 
defire him to walk in. 


Ap Not for the World! 

Ogle. No, Why pray? 

Top. 1 know not, but ſome Body has told him that you 
are his Rival, and he ſwears he'll cut your Throat where- 
erer he ſees you. | 

Ogle. How, I his Rival? Where, pray you? 

Top. In Clarinda, I ſuppoſe. 

Ogle. But is it poſſible Sir William Mode ſhou'd be my 
Rival, and never tell me ont? But he's ſuch an egregious 
Coxcomb, ihat he gives me no Pain. | 6 

© Top. He call'd you Fop, Blockhead, Baboon— and ſaid 
he'd make Mince-Meat of you. 

'* Ogle. Oh; impoſſible, Sir, he cou'd not mean me. 

Top. Do you think I lie, Sir ? 

"Ogle, Ob, by no means, Sir. 
p. Had any Man ſaid ſo much of me, I wou'd have 
made the Sun ſhone through him; and I think you ought 
to ſend him a Challenge. 
gl. What, Challenge my Friend! by no means, Sir; 
why, Sir, he's my Friend. 

- Top. $0 much the worſe, you ought to refentan Affront 
from him the more for that. | 

le. Oh, Sir, you don't know us, we never mind what 
n hay of one another; I dare ſwear he never meant it 
an Affront. | 

Top. Von Lye, Sir, he did mean it an Affront, 

Ogle. Sir, 1 heartily beg your Pardon; 1 believe he did, 
becauſe you ſay it, Sir, elſe I ſhou'd not believe it. 

Top. Sir, I ſay you muſt Fight him, and Vl carry the 


Ogle. That's a ſure way that I Challenge him, but how 
to come off as ſure, hang me if I know : Look you, 
Mr. Toper, I have not the ready uſe of both my Legs, for, 
Dancing at a private Ball t other Night, I Cut — 
higher than uſually, and pitch d upon a Cherry- ſtone, — 
turn 
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turn d my Foot ſo violently, that I vom L have been 
ever ſince, ſo that poſitively I can't Fight. 

Top. Tounds, I believe you dare not Fight him. 

Ogle. Pardon me, Sir, I dare Fight any Man, that will 
bur give me Time to prepare my ſelf fre a Duel; For 1 
think there ſhou'd be a Diet us d for Fighting, as well as 
Running, 

Top, Ha, ha, ha, well, I find what you hint at, III 
engage to briog you off ſafe. 

Ogle. As how pray? | 

Top. Why, as thus; do you Challenge him, and, when 
ycu meet, draw your Sword. 

Ogle. But ſuppoſe he draws again, 

Top. Then Ill ſtep in and part you, ſo you are good Friends ; 
for 1 don't deſign you ſhall Fight in earneſt, [ Aſide. 
Ogle. A very good Project. | 
Top. Come, come, Write three Words to him upon this 


Paper. 
Ogle. But 8 be ſure to part us. 
Top. Ay, certain 0 [Ogle writes] Now I wiſh Bellmein 
was here to ſhare the Diverſion. [Aſide. 
Ogle. There, Sir, there's enough. + ; 
Top. Let me ſee Sir, you muſt reſign all Pretenſions 
to Clarinda, or Fight me immediately, I wait in the next 
_ for your — Ogie. 
So, very well, do you ftay here, I'll be back in a Mi- 
nute. [Exit 


The SCENE changes to another Room in the 
ſame Houſe. 


sir William and the Tovern-Man, 


Sir Will. This Hermetage is not brisk. 
Lan. Upon my Word, Sir William, there's not better in 
London. 
Sir Mill. It is not ſo good as the laſt you fea me. 
Lan, It is the very ſame, Sir. 
Sir Will, Well, ſend me in _ Dozen, 
3 


ks _ 
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Tan. And how much Champagne, Sir William ? 
Sir Will. Four Dozen of that too, and four of Bur- 
gunay 
Lan. You ſhall have it, Sir. Exit. 
Enter Toper. 


Typ. Sir William, I'm your humble Servant. 

Sir Will. Mr. Toper, your Servant: Pray how did you 
know I was here? I am not uſually found in a Tavern. 

Top. I heard your Voice, Sir William; juſt as you en- 
ter'd, I was engag'd in a Quarrel of yours. 

Sir Wall. Of mine ? | 

Top. Ay, Sir William, tis a damn'd foolifh Buſineſs; 1 
wou'd have made it up, but I found it impoſſible; fo 
that being your Friend, I undertook to deliver you this. 

[Gives him the Letter. 
Sir Mill. How's this! a Challenge from Ogle ? certainly 
the Fellow's Drunk, or he'd never do this. 

Top. No, that he is not III promiſe you, he's ſober 
enough, but in a damn'd Paſſion ; he ſays you are a Fop, 
Fool, nay, Coward ; if. I might adyiſe you, you ſhou'd 
Fight him inſtantly ; *Zdeath, were I in your Place, Sir 
William, ſuch. a Dog ſhou'd not dare to look, nay, think 
of a Woman I deſigu d to marry. | 

Sir Will. I hate Fighting, but dare not tell this blufle- 

ing Fellow ſo, [Aſide.] Nay, I know he's a Blockhead, 
and a Coward too, bur what Courage Love may have 
infus d into him, I know not— Why what the Devil he 
aid not a word of his Paſſion to me yeſterday, he din'd 
with me. | | 

Top. He did not know it then, but now he ſwears he'll 
ſpoil your handſome Face. | 

Sir Mill. Oh Lord! 1 had rather be run through the 
Body, enfeeble me; O' my Soul I wonder what makes 
Men ſo ſtout ! 

Top. III tell you, Sir William, Courage is nothing, no- 
thing at all ; now if you look big, talk loud, and be very 
Es en. 
4 | 0 


ſo you are reckon'd a ſtout Man; and he that can do it 


better, is a ſtouter Man than you, that's all. | 
Sir ill, Is that all? Why then I'm reſolv'd to be ſtout, 


enfeeble me: But ſuppoſe he ſhou'd Draw ? . 
Top. Why then I'll ſtep in and part you. 
Sir Will. A very good Piece of Contrivance, impair my 


Vigour. 
Top. Be ſure you get the firſt word, for there's Adyan- 


tage in having the firſt word, 


Enter Drawer, 


Drawer. Did you call, Gentlemen? 
Top. Ay: Is Mr. Ogle below? 
Drawer. Yes, Sir. 


Top. Hold, III fetch him my ſelf. [ Exe 
Sir Will. Now am I confoundly afraid, leſt this Felloyy 
ſhou d let us Fight in earneſt, 


Re-enter Toper and Ogle, to whom he ſpeaks at entring. 


Top. Be ſure you ſpeak Angerly, as if you wou'd not 
hear what I ſay. 


Ogle. Be ſure you part us then —— Sir, I fay 1 will 


hear of no Reconciliation, except he relign Clarinda. 
[ Toper runs to Sir William, 
Top. He's in a damn d Paſſion, your Hand to your Sword 
quickly Sir William, fear nothing, I'll ſtand by ou. 


[ As ſoon as they ſee one another, they run and imbrace. 


Sir Will. Mr. Ogle! 

Ogle. Sir William! 

Sir Will. Dear Mr. Ozle, I'm glad to ſee you. 

Top. Zounds have I taken all this Pains for this 
Harkee, Sir William, Damn you draw upon him, or I'll 
draw upon you; do you hear, no Reply, but draw, do 
you hear. 

Sir Will, Oh Heaven! I muſtdraw in my own Defencez 
and I'm ſure there's leſs Danger in Ogle, than in this Fel- 
low. [ Draws.) I think, Mr. Ogle, you ſeat me a Chal- 

C 4 lenge 
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Tenge juſt now, by Mr. Toper, and having paid the Cere- 

mony due to Friends and Acquaintance, you muſt draw, 

Sir, and return my Compliment. Ill be ſure to have ſome 

Body to part us tho. [ Aſide ] | 

- [Runs and knocks at the Door with his Foot. 

_ Top. Harkee, Ogle, you have ruin'd your ſelf by letting 

him get the Advantage; draw, draw, Sir. 

- Ogle. Draw, Sir; why, Sir, my Paſſion was over upon 

my Faith. Ho, here's Folks enough, I'm reſolv'd to 

draw now. | | [ Draws. 


Enter two Drawers, one runs to Sir William, other 
to Ogle, and holds em. 1 1 5 


Sir Will. Ah, ſtand off, I had rather be run thro' the Guts 
than you ſhou'd touch me with your dirty Apron, twill 
dub all my Clothes, off Scoundrel. [ Toper holds Ogle. 

Ogle. Let him come, let him come, one Thruſt will 
decide our Diſpute. 

Sir Will, Pray give us Way, twill ſoon be ended. 


Enter Bell mein. 


* Bell. Hy day, what's here, Swords drawn? Nay, then 
Fil make one in the Number, [Draws.] Why what the 
Devil do you held the Gentlemen for? Let em go and 
give one another Satisfaction. Z death, I'll Fight that Man 
that ſhall but offer to hold em. ¶ Tales off the Drawers 
and Toper.] Why don't you Fight now Gentlemen? 

Sir Will. A Pox take him for his brutiſh Civility, Aide. 
[When they are at Liberty they ſtand and look at one another.] 
Harkee Mr. Ogle, Do you come along with me, and we'll 
contrive ſome way to make theſe Fellows believe we dare 
Fight. [He goes to Ogle, and ſpeaks in a low Voice.] 

Ogle. Agreed. | "Pp 

Sir WilL Come Mr, Ogle you ſhall along with me, we'll 
find a more convenient Place to decide this Bufineſs in, 


where Friends ſhall not interrupt; you ſhall hear of a Duel, 
| Gen- 


% 
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Gentlemen, tho tis not proper to ſee it. Your humble 
Servant, | 3 e. 
Ogle. With all my Heart, I dare Fight you any where 
Toper, That's a Lye ; prethee order thy Footman to wateh 
'em, I fancy they'll have ſome Comical Stratagem to de- 
ceive us. Ha, ha, ha. * | | 
Bell. With all my Heart; d'ye hear, be ſure you take 
Notice where they go, and bring me word. Prethee how 
did'ſt work em up to this? [Exit Servant. 
Toper. With a world of Pains and Difficulty 1 affure 
ou ; but there is no fear of their doing one another any 
bacm in a Fighting (way. Is not that Colonel Manly < 
onder ? | 
i reg 'Tis, and I have ſome Buſineſs with him; will you 
walk? - | 
Toper. My Buſineſs at preſent lies another way, elſe 1d 
be glad to drink à Bottle with him. þ 


For though we Roar, and Rake, and Broils commence, 
| Tet give me for a Friend, a Man of Senſe. 


The End of the Second Act. 
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Aer Il. SCENE I. 
SCENE Carefull's Houſe. 


Carefull ſolus, with Ogle Letter. 


Caref. Vin fine, I ſee my Daughter is reſoly'd to have 

; Strings enough to her Bow; Death, to give 
Encouragement to a Dog that has neither Wit nor Mony 
to recommend him; good Mr. Ogle, if I catch you ogling 
bereabouts, I'll Harnfiring you, I can tell you that for 
your Comfort; I'm glad I got the Letter before her; my 
Spark's very familiar methinks; [Reads.] Madam, I'm in- 
'd you Entertain Sir William Mode, if ſo, I defere to 
know the reaſon why you encourage me, I am not to be 
_ Fool d— (who the Devil is this Coxcomb) if you clear not 
#his Imputation, I ſhall believe you deſign to jilt me, 
Very Complaiſant truly — anſwer per Bearer, as {you 
value your Admirer Qgl/e. Ves, I have anſwer'd per bearer 
with a broken Pate, and I wiſh yours had been in his 
Place. Lord, Lord, who would be plagu'd with Children? 
m refolv'd ſhe ſhall Marry Sir Villiam to Morrow; why 
ſhe'll have as many Fellows at her Heels, as her Collonel 
has Soldiers waiting for their Pay; why, what a Medly 
of Suitors has ſhe? Fighters, Fools, and Fops. Well, ſince 
you are ſo fickle, Miſtreſs, III fix you preſently, or Marry 
my ſelf. Mr. Toper was wiſhing me to a Couſin of his, 
who will be in Town to Day; adod if this Perverſe Bag- 
gage make one Scruple of obeying my Will, Vl have her, 
and try if a Mother-in-Law won't hamper her; but II 
in, and ſend for Sir Milliam immediately. Exit. 


The S CE NE changes to another Room in the ſame 
Honſe, Clarinda and Emilia Dreſſing in Boys Cloaths, Mrs, 
Plotwell with them. | | 


Cla. Here, here, on with your Manhood quickly. 
nil. 1 fear, Clarinda, this Maſquerade will not be re- 
-puable for Women of nice Honour, ' Mrs. 
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Mrs. Plot. Oh don't fear that, fince you only wear it 
to do your ſelyes Juſtice; for Juſtice can never be diſno- 
nourable. NA 
Cla. You are not inſenſible, Couſin, how reſolutely 
my cruel Father perſecutes me with this Fop; therefore, 
fince poor Clarinda is in all this Danger, I my own 
Knight-Errant, and thou my truſty Squire, will march 
Encavalier, and deliver the diſtreſs d Damſel, by beating 
the Giant into a Pigmy; then be our own Heralds, and 
proclaim our Victory to my Father, and hollow the Cow- 
ard ſo loud in his. Ears, that we will ſhame him out of all 
Thoughts of this Fool. : 

Mrs, Plot. If that don't do, my Plot ſhall; Toper has 
broke it to him, as I told you. | 

Cla, I readily ſubmit ro any Propoſal of yours, and. 
will rely on your Contrivance. LE 

Mrs. Plot. You may command me, — but bs quick 
and Dreſs; who told you of this Duel? | : 

Cla. Sir William's Valet makes Love to my Woman, 
through him we diſcover'd the Time and Place, but I 
know not the Grounds of the Quarrel. * 

Mrs. Plot. That, I ſuppoſe, is your Ladyſhip ; for Mr. 
Ogle publickly declares you are in Love with him. 

Cla. Ogle, who is he? 

Mrs, Ploz. A fooliſh Fellow about Town, he Lodges at 
Mrs. Commode's your Milliner's. | 

Cla. Oh Heavens, I believe I have ſeen him paſs thro' 
the Shop, but never had Curioſity enough to ask his Name; 
in love with him! I ſhould as ſoon be in Love witha Weaſel, 
Ha, ha, ha, why, is he Sir William's Antagoniſt? I fancy 
we ſhall have rare Sport. 

Mrs. Plot. They are as like as two Pees in every thing 
but Ettate, and in that Sir William out- does him. 

Cla. Heis the very Quinteſſence of Foppery ; his Name 
and Nature ſuits exactly, for he's a nice Obſerver of the 
Modes; his Valet is forc'd to counterfeit a Frenchman, or 
he would turn him away. 

Emil. Ha, ha, ha, Ridiculous enough; well, thus Dreſt, 
now what are we to do? 


» 


— 
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Ala. Why, when we are ſated with their ſordid Fop- 


„ we'll kick em into better Manners. 
Emil. How kick, Clarmda? if they ſhould return our 


* Compliment, I ſhall quickly diſcoyer my Manhood to be 


Counterfeit, 


Mrs. Plot, Never fear it, they won't fight with a Mouſe, 


I dare ſwear, if it were out of a Trap. 


Cla. I know Sir William's a Coward, I had been often 
told fo, and to prove it, I ſent him a Challenge, as from 
one Mr. Rowghly; his Man faid it put him into ſuch a Con- 
ſternation he ſhou'd never forget him, he ſent me word 
that he'd meet me on Calais Sands, and give me Satiſ- 
faction, Ha, ha, ha. 

Mrs Plot, Ha, ha, ha, a good Excuſe, — Indeed he's 
fit for nothing but to ſet upon ones Cabinet to watch ones 
China; Well, I wiſh you good Sport, and am your Hum- 


ble Servant. [Exit Mrs. Plot. 


Cla. I'm reſoly'd ere I'll be forc d into the Arms of a 
Perſon I loath and deſpiſe, the Paſſion I have for Colonel 
Manly will tempt me to make him my Sanctuary. 

Emil. I muſt tell her of his Falſhood, the thoughts of 
which has turn'd all the fooliſh Paſſion 1 had conceiv'd, 
[Afide] Take Care, Clarinda, you ben't deceiv'd in him. 

Clar. What mean you, Emilia? 

mil, That he is falſe. 

Cla. Falſe! Impoſſible, how know you this? 

- Emil. I have the beſt Proof in the World of it, Ocular 
Demonſtration. He makes Love to me; nay don't ſtart; 


had I not been too much your Friend, Clarmda, 1 had not 


let you into the Secret, for upon my Word I don't think 
him difagreeable. 

Clar. Oh Heavens, ſhe's in Love with him! and there- 
fore would ſlyly perſwade me into an ill Opinion of bim. 
[Afde.] Bow know you tis he, Couſin ? 
© Emil.” I am ſure that Gentleman that bow'd to us in 
the Side-Box the: firſt Night I came to Town, has ever 
fince purſued me with moſt violent Love; and ] muſt 
confeſs 1 lik d his Humour fo well, that I could not be diſ- 
pleas'd-with his playing the Fool. 5 


Clar, 


m_—_ 
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Clar. Where did you fee him next? How got he an 
Opportunity ? ; 

Emil. You know the next Night I went out with only 
my Woman. | 

Clar. 1 remember. 

Emil. Why then I went to the Play in a Mask, 2 
for a little Diverſion, and twas my Fortune to ſit next 
him in the Pit, where, during the Play- time he entertain'd 
me with the prettieſt Diſcourſe in the World, and when 
twas done he wou d not part with me till I had promis d 
to write to him, and I cou'd not help keeping my Word 
if I was to be hang'd, — But finding him falſe to you, 
I hate him; this Letter I have writ to upbraid him. 


[Shews a Letter. 


Clar. How's this! For Mr. Celadon? 

Emil, Ay, we paſs upon one anether for Celadon and 
Cloe; for my part, I did not enquire his Name becauſe 
he ſhou'd not ask mine. | 

Clay. Did he never ask your Name, nor tell you his? 

Emil. No, and I ſuppoſe that was his Policy to prevent 
a Diſcovery to you. | 

Enter Clarinda's Maid, gives her a Letter. 

Clay. Ha! Tis from Many. what's this, [Reads] 
The private Encouragements you give that Fop Sir William, 
is not ſo cloſely manag d to ſcape a Fealous Lovers Eye that 
ſees you every where; to be deceiv d touches my tendereſt part, 
eſpecially from one I thought my own ; but we are ſubjed to 
Miſtakes I find; that I am fo in you, my Eyes, my Ears are 
all Witneſſes. I ſhall take what Care I can not to be trouble- 
ſome to you, ſince I find you no longer. value the Peace of 
Manly, | | 

Oh monſtrous! perfidious Mankind! Oh I perceive your 
drift, he charges me with this Fool, on purpoſe to find 
Pretence for his own Falſhood, —— It is a poor Excuſe,---- 
but what won't Men fall too, when they quit their Ho- 
| Nour; Oh that I had but an Opportunity of upbraiding him 
to his Face, 

Emil. That you ſhall; he knows not yet of the Diſco- 
very, III write to him to come here, 1 have no reaſon 
ro 
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to ſuſpect his diſobeying the Summons, no more now 
than formerly. 
Clar. Did he uſe to meet you then? 
Emil. Moſt punctually— But Il in and write to him, 
and be here again in a Minute. Exit. 
Clar. Well, it is impoſſible to dive into the Heart of Man, 
for ſure he has the Face of Truth, nay I can hardly be- 
. lieve he's falſe yet, ſo deep an Impreſſion did his ſeeming 
Honeſty ſtamp upon my Soul. 


Re-enter Emilia. 


Emil. 1 have ſent it away, and I doubt not but con- 
vince you of the Truth of what I ay; but come don't 
think on't now, but let's begon, methinks I long to 
Bully theſe Cowards, pray Heaven they prove ſo. 

Clar. Duce ont, this will deſtroy half the Satisfaction I 
promis d my ſelf from this Frollick ; but come. 


If we ſucceed in Proteus Artful School, 
The World ſhall ſay, a very Beau's a Fool, [Exeunt, 


SCENE Hide-Park. 


Enter Sir William, and Ogle, with Files, Pumps and 
5 Night Caps. ws 

Sir Mill. Here's a Weapon, Mr. Ogle, will decide the 
Quarrel as well as e er a Sharp in Chriſtendom, and with- 
out Danger. 

Ogle. An admirable Contrivance, Sir William; for now 
they'll hear of a Duel, and we reckon'd ſuch skillful Ar- 
tiſts, that neither cou'd o'ercome. 

Sir Will. Right, I think a Gentleman ought to wear a 
Sharp for a Terror to the Vulgar, and becauſe tis the 
Faſhion; but he ſhou'd never ule it but as an Ornament, 
and part of his Dreſs. I hope to ſee it as much a Faſhion 
to Fight with Files, as tis to Fence with them. If I was 
a Member of Parliament, I'd bring in a Bill againſt Duel- 
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ling, l'm ſure the Clauſe would paſs, for there's 4 Ma- 
jority in the Houſe of my Conſtitution, Come approach, 
Sa, 1a: 


Enter Clarinda and Emilia with their Swords drann. 


Clar. Hold Gentlemen, I'm bound in Honour to 
you; ha, what's this! | 

Emil. Files upon my Honour, ha, ha, ha. | 

Sir Mill. Why do you laugh, Gentlemen? I think this 
the niceſt way of deciding a Quarrel, the other is fit for 
none but Bullies and Soldiers, that get their Bread by't; 
tis eaſily ſeen this way who has the moſt Skill; and pray 
what is got by the other more rude Method, but a ſcan- 
dalous Character, or a ſhameful Death. £f 

Ogle. And by my Conſent, he that draws a Sword out 
of the immediate Service of the King ſhould be hang d. 

Clar. Say you ſo Sir! Now hear my Sentiments, he 
that would not draw a Sword upon any juſt Account, 
ſhould be kick'd thus, and thus, Sir. [ Kicks them. 

Sir Will. What do you mean, Gentlemen? 

Emil. Only to rub up your Courage a little, 

Ogle. What's that, Sir? 

Emil. You don't hear well, Sir, I'll lengthen your Ears a 
little. [ Pmlls him by the Ears. 

Sir Will, I wonder that you who look ſo like a Gentle- 
man, ſhou'd be guilty of ſuch ill-bred Actions; Fye! Kick 
and Cuff! Exerciſes for Footmen ; Pray learn better Carri- 
age of us. | 

Clar. I'd as ſoon learn Manners of a Muſcovite. 

Sir Will, Pray Sir who are you? And what Affairs led 
you hither? 

Clar. 'm a Servant to Clarinda, and conſequently a 
Rival of yours. N 

Ogle. O Lord! a Rival of mine too. [ Aſide. 

Clar. I came hither to kick you, and expoſe you when 
I had done; the firſt you are ſenſible I have perform'd, and 
from that Inſtance of my Honelty, you may take my 
Word for the reſt. wy 


— — — — — - 
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Sir. Will. Im undone; Bliſter me if the very ſhadow of 
à Duel be not unfortunate. [ Aſide, 


Enter Colonel Manly, and Captain Bellmein. 


Col. Man. Why how now young Gentlemen, are you 
breathing your ſelyes, or giving Leſſons in the Stoick Phi- 
loſophy to thoſe patient Diſciples. 

Cap. Bell, Or have you a Journey to ride, that you are 
getting your Backſide harden d for it. 

- Sir Will. Manly here! I'd compound for half my Eſtate, 
Blifter me! [ Aſide. 

Emil. Ha! Manly here! We muſt retire Coufin, left it 
Ipoils our Plot, as doubtleſs it will, if he knows us. 

Elar. Methinks 1 could even here reproach him. 

FI [Ex. Clar. and Emil. 
C. Bell. This is hearing of a Duel indeed. Files! 

Ha, ha, ha, you was reſolv'd to prevent Murder; you 

need never fear the Exaltation of the Gallows, for your 

reaches but to a Chance-Medly at moſt. 

C. Man. Prethee who were thoſe Gentlemen Sir Mil- 

liam, methinks they us'd you very familiarly. 

Sir Mil. Men of no Honour you may conclude Colonel, 
elſe they would not have affronted Gentlemen, when they 
found them defenceleſs. | 
Col. Man. Right, but why wou'd you be defenceleſs? 
Faith Sir William if this News reaches your Miſtreſs's Ears, 
it will ruin you in her Favour. Take this for a Rule, the 
leſs Regard you have for your Honour, the more you ſink 
in the Efteem of your Miſtreſs, for all Wemen hate a 
: Coward; you ought to be forbid the Habits of Men, who 
can be guilty of Effeminancy that even Women would 
-bluſh at. | 
Sir Mill. Why Gentlemen, 1 think Paſſive Valour fits 
well enough upon Men that have Eſtates, and have a 
Mind to live and enjoy them. 

Col. Man. Damn him for a Cowardly Blockhead; pre- 
ther let's go, I'm fick of their Folly ; befides you ſaid you 
would convince me of Clarinds's Falſhoud, 
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Enter Bellmein's Man, and gives him à Leiter. 


Man. I haye run Sir all the way, for the Porter told 
me it muſt be given to you that Moment. 

C Bell, Ha! There's a lucky hit Colonel; ſhe invites me 
to come to her Lodging, and her Servant ſhould be rea- 
dy to convey me into her Apartment. Here read it Man, 
now you may convince your ſelf. — Egad if I were not 
a damn'd honeſt Fellow to my Friend, now cou'd | paſs 
three Hours the moſt agreeably in the World. Pox on 
me for a prating Coxcomb, could not I have held my 
Tongue. Well, what think you of it Colonel? 

Col. Man. It is not her Hand, but that's nothing, ſhe 
might diſguiſe that to conceal it from me. I know not 
what to think, but I'm reſolv'd to go, and it I find her 
falſe *twill cure me effectually. | 

C. Bell. Come on then. LExesumt. 

Ogle. I have been conſidering all this while upon what the 
Colonel ſaid, and J am reſolv'd to be Valiant; for if Ladies 
don't like a Coward I fhall never get a Fortune; for 
ought I know 1 may fight as well as any Body, I'm re- 

oly'd I'll try. Harkee Sir William, our Servants are 
here by, let's ſend for our Swords and fight in Earneſt. 

Sir Wal. Not! Mr. Ogle, I declare againſt fighting poſitively. 

Ogle. But I declare for fighting, and ſo ſhall you, or 
reſign all Pretenſions to Clarmda, for I deſign to marry her 
my ſelf, therefore don't think of her, do you hear. 

Sir Mil. You marry her, Ha. ha, ha. 

Ogle. Zounds Sir, dare you laugh at a Gentleman, you 
dare not Fight ? takethat Sir [Strikes up his Heels] and the 
next time 1 hear you ſpeak a Word more of her, I'll cut 
your Throat, and ſo good by. So, this is one Step to- 
wards Courage; I am reſoly'd to challenge every Man that 
pretends to a Fortune, till I have got one my ſelf; and now 
my Hand's in, I'll challenge this Colonel the next time I fee 
bim, though at the Head of his Regiment. Exit. 

Sir Wil. Rat this Blockhead, what a Metamorphoſis is here; 
tis well I fell upon my Cloak, or 1 had daub'd all my Cloaths, 
Bliſter me. Well, to fing, dance, or court a Lady, or any 
ſuch Gentleman-like Employments I'll turn my Back of 

| none ; 
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none; but for this ſlovenly Exerciſe of Fighting, I ſhall 
never be brought to endure it, impair my Vigour, C Exit. 


SCENE Carefulls Houſe. 


Carefull pulling in Emilia in Boys Cloaths. 


Caref.. Who the Devil have we here? Nay, nay Sir, I muſt 
ſee your Face; another Gallant of my Daughter's I war- 
rant! Who are you Sir, from whence come you, whar 
Bufineſs have you in my Houſe, ha? 

Emil. Oh Lord, what ſhall I fay to this old Fellow, 
he'll certainly know me. 
 Caref. What, are you ſtudying for a Lie Sir? Adod [ ſhall 
make you find your Tongue, ſpeak quickly or I'll cut 
your Throat you Dog you. [ Draws, 

Emil. Ah! Oh Lord a Sword! For Heavens ſake Sir, Oh 
Lord Sir don't you know me? - 

Caref Know you Sir? who the Pox are you Sir, ha? Emi- 
lia, Why what Maſquerade's this? Where's my Daughter? 


Enter Clarinda. 


Ho Sir, your humble Servant, why what a Pox are you 
going into the Service; you are two pretty Volunteers faith. 

Cla, Ha! my Father, what ſhall Ifay, —— Tl! cen face 
it out fince he has catch'd me. We have done a Friend of 
Fours ſome Service, Sir. 

Caref. A Friend of mine! As hew, pray forſooth? 

Cla. Why you muſt know Sir, I was inform'd of 3 
Duel between Sir Miliam Mode, and a Brother Beau of 
his; the concern I knew you had for Sir William's Safety 
engag d my Care for the Prevention; 1 was unwilling to 
expoſe him, by ſending any Body elſe, fo that my Cou- 
fin and I, by the help of this Diſguiſe, parted them; but 
we ſhould not need to have made ſuch haſte, for the 
Puppits were trying their Valour ſafely with a couple of 
Files, ha, ha. . 
© Care, 
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Caref. Ha, ha, ha ; and this was the Occafion of your 
being in Breeches, ha? 

Em. And I think it a good Project too, Uncle, 

Caref. You do, — Well, Daughter, pray let's have you 
in your Feminine Capacity again; for tho' you Bully in 
Breeches, I hope you'll Marry in Petticoats. 

Cla. Marry, Sir! 

Caref. Yes forſooth, ] have ſent for Sir William, in or- 
der to have the Settlement compleated to Night, and to 
Morrow your Honour ſhall riſe with the Sun; that is to 
fay, you. ſhall be my Lady Mode. 5 

Cla. Honour Sir, where's the Honour of ſach a. Hus- 
band? I hope Sir you will not Marry me to a Coward; 
why there's not a needy Bully about Town but will beat 
a Maintenance out of him ; and where is the Reputation 
of ſuch a Marriage. | 

Caref. But he'll make a ſwinging Joynture, and if 
you don't like him when you have him, you may live a- 

art. —— 
c Cla. © Heaven what ſhall I fay, — Sir, I beg you but 
delay your Purpoſe for a Month. | 

Cla. Not for a Day. — 

Cla. Sir, 1 have ſworn not to Marry this Month. 
Caref. Have you ſo, pray who have you ſworn to Mi- 
ſtreſs, ro Mr. Ogle, ha? 

Cla. Ogle, who is he pray Sir? — Heaven, has my Fa- 
ther got this Story too! 

Caref. You don't know ſuch a Perſon I'll warrant you 
as Mr. Ogle ? | | 
2 Cla. 1 have ſeen ſuch a Fellow, Sir, but never ſpoke to 

m. 

Caref. No-— look in my Face — You never ſpoke 
to him, that is encourag'd his Love? 

Cla. No — Upon my Honour. 

Caref.—— You lie, you have no Honour, read that (throws 
her the Letter) and do you hear, reſolye to marry Sir William 
to morrow Morning by Six, or Ill marry my ſelf before 
Twelye; ſo take your Choice. I'll Ogle you, and Soldier 
you, with a Pox to you. | 1 

A. 


* 
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Ala. OhImpudence from Ogle, I'll have the Raſcal toſt in 
a Blanket; fee Emilia what an audacious Letter tis, bleſs me, 
I have no Patience; I encourage ſuch a Raſcal —— 
Emil. He is very familiar methinks--— hang him, the 
Fool's below your Anger, never think on't; Come prethee 
think which way to turn your ſelf if the Colonel be falſe, 
as I dare ſwear he is. What think you of marrying Sir 
Wiliam, heis Maſter of a fair Eſtate, which you may make 
ſubſervient to your Pleaſures, to make Life's rugged Jour- 
ney paſs the ſmoothèr. If he be true, as you have but 
little reaſon to think he is, you may yet find ſome way to 


accompliſh your Deſires. Come, the Time draws on in 
which you'll be convinc'd of his Truth or Falſhood, 


Come what will, reſolve to be content, 
And truſt to Fortune for the wiſh'd Event, [Exit, 


Nu Carefull, Toper, and Mrs. Plotwell, dreſt likes Quaker, 


 Caref Mr. Toper, your Couſin is welcome, my Houſe is 
At your Service, Madam. 

Mrs. Plot. I thank thee, but pray thee do not Madam 
me, my Name is Anne. 

- Caref. A very handſome Woman, and very modeſtly dreſt. 

Top. I have us'd all the Arguments in my Power to con- 
vert ber from this Formality, but in vain, ſhe's as averſe to 
the Faſſions as other Women are fond of em; but I hope your 
Neice and Daughter will work a Reformation in her. 

Caref. I rather hope ſhe'll work one in them, 11] aſſure 
you I'll recommend her as a Patron. Is this the Woman 
you would recommend to me for a Wife, Mr. Toper ? 

Top. The fame, Sir. 

Caref. I proteſt I like her exceedingly, ſhe ſeems cut 
out on purpoſe for me; her plain way of Living will im- 
prove my Eftate, and her Morals will hamper my Daugh- 
ter, 1 like a Religious Woman. by 

Top. Youcan'tbebetter match'd,if ſhe has not too much; 
yeſterday I carried her to wait on a Relation of ours that has 

2 Parrot, and whilſt I was diſcourſing about os private 
; uſineſs, 
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' Buſineſs, the converted the Bird, and now it talks of no- 


in my own way; I'm not us d to the Ceremony of Viſits, 
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thing but the Light of the Spirit, and the inward Man. 


Ha, . 

Caref. Good lack, good lack. 

Mrs. Plot. Well, well, thee wilt never leave thy ridicu- 
lous Jeſts; I ſay that Mankind were not made for Foppery 
and Pride, but to do good in their Generation, —— Prethee 
ſhew me one Text of Scripture for the Faſhions, or where 
Jewels are commanded, or'what Holy Matron eyer had a 
Valet to Dreſs em, as they ſay the French Ladies have, Oh 
monſtrous Faſhion ! — No, no, our devouteſt Women 
wore courſe Linnen, or rather none at all. 

Top. Ay, ſuch Saints as wore their Congregations without 
fide, and ſwarm'd with Chriſtian Vermin, it muſt be them, 
ha, ha, haz but you hold every handſome Garment a Sin. 

Mrs. Plot. Handſome Garment! Verily I believe, if we are 
puniſh'd with Taxes again to carry on another War, twill be 
ajuſt Judgment 2 this fiatul Land for their long Wigs, 
hoop'd Coats, Furbelows, falſe Teeth, and Patches. 

.Caref. Truly 'm of her Opinion, ſhe ſpeaks like an Oracle, 
for the Devil was never ſo Proud as our Women are now a- 
days, { Aſide.] 1 am reſoly'd, if my Daughter ſhew the leaſt 
reluctance to my Will, to marry her out of hand. Ill mo- 
tion it to her, and try how ſhe likes me. ¶ Aſde.] What 
think you of a Husband forſooth, for to be plain wit you, 
your extraordinary Qualities have rais d a great Deſire in me 
of becoming ſuch. 

Mrs. Plot. I doubt Friend thoult expect a larger Fortune 
than 1 am Dame of. 

Caref. I proteſt I don't care if you have not a Groat, 
your Virtue's a wealthy Dowry to me, ſay you'll but have 
me, and tis enough. 1 

Mrs. Plot. But it may be thou'lt be againſt my Courſe of 
Life; I love Retirement, muſt have time for my Devotion 


and hate Tea-Table Vanity, and Card-Play, as they call it. 
Toper. Our Plot takes rarely. ¶Aſide. 
Caref. This makes me love you the more, 8 


old Gentleman. 
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Mrs. Plot, One thing more; Thou haſt a Daughter they 
ſay, a topping Gallant, which I deſire to ſee, and try if 
cod Admonitions, together with Example, wont reform 
er; forplainly, I dont care to come under the Roof where 
Children are, if they be not Datiful, ſo I muſt ſee her firſt 
e er I can give thee my Anſwer. 
| Cardf. That you ſhall preſently Here, carry this 
Gentlewoman to my Daughter, and tell her, ſhe muſt en- 
tertam her as her Mother that is to be, tell her ſo from me, 
d'ye hear. [Ex. Mrs. Plot and Servant. 
Really Mr. Toper, Your Couſin is a profound Chriſtian; if 
my Daughter refuſe to Marry Sir Wilkam I'll Jointure 
her in my whole Eſtate. 
Top. For oughtI know, you can't do better than Marry; 
for who would be plagu'd with a diſobedient Child? 
Caref. Eſpecially when they depend upon us for their 
Fortunes, the Devil a young Fellow would care a Souce 
for their Perſons, did not our Purſe-ftrings draw. Here 
forſooth my Daughter is running mad atter a Soldier, a 
Fellow whoſe Fortunes depend upon his Sword, and here 
we are going to Wars azain, and fix to four but a Cannon- 
Bullet takes his Head off, and then the Wife is turn'd home 
to ker Father again, and in ſuch Caſes a Father has never 
diſpos d of his Children entirely, and all the Jointure ſhe'll 
bring, will conſiſt of Houſings, Holſter- Caps, Piſtols, 
Swords, and ſo forth. 


Enter Servant. 
a 

Serv. Here's Sir Wilkam Mode below, Sir. 

Caref. Teil him l' wait on him preſently. Come, 
Mr. Toper, you ſhall be witneſs of our Agreement; I ſent 
for him to compleat the Butireſs, Sign, Seal to Night, and 
to Morrow we'll have a Dance. Exit 
Tup I fancy we ſhall drive Dancing out of your Head, 
Exit. 


The End of the Third Ac. 
ACT 
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ACT w. SCENE I: 


Enter Clarinda, Emilia, and Mrs. Plotwell. 


d WI. in my Conſcience, the firſt fight of you 
frighted me horribly, though I knew your 
Plot. I. vow you make a ſanctified Figure, 

Mrs. Plor. Might I paſs upon the Brethren, think you? 

Em. Ay, and hold forth too I'll warrant you, without 
being diſcover d. But is my Uncle ſo hot upon Matrimony 
ay you? 

"Mrs. Plot. As a Hound 2 the Scent, tho? he'll ſhare 
no mere of the Pleaſure, than the Dog of the Game he 
runs down, ka, ha. 

Cla. I vow l can't help Laughing to think what a Trick 
we ſhall put upon him. but the duce on't I cannot be 
heartily merry till 1 ſee the Event of this Meeting; Ilong 
till the Colonel comes. | 

Em; So do I as much as you, to upbraid him with his 
Treachery. 


Euter Maid, and whiſpers em. 


In my Conſcience he's here, —— ſhow him into my 
Chamber, tell him l' wait on him preſently, — Now 
Clarinda you ſhall go in my Place, 

Cla. Heay'n! how tremble. Oh, the perfidious Wretch, 
lure he's quite loft to Virtue, that he dares thus impu- 
dently venture into the very Houſe. Oh give me Patience 
Heaven, and Power to back my Reſolution, and Scorn 


enough to ſhaw my. deep Reſentment, [Ex. Cla. 
Mrs. Plot. IIIl to the old Man, and keep him in Diſ- 
courſe, that he mayn't interrupt you. [ Exit. 
Emil. Do fo, ] muſt liſten a little to hear what Re- 
ception ſhe gives him, « 2of 4% [Ex, 
Enter 


* 
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| ++ Enter Colonel Manly folus. 


Col. Man. This Love makes Men the erranteſt Aſſes in 
the World; what bluſtering Mars with all his ſteely Gar- 
ranture of War cou'd neyer do, this blind Boy does with 


Coward, and begin to fear, my Heart beats faſter than 2 
Taw Soldier's in his firſt Engagement, or a longing Maid 
in the Arms of aMan ſhe likes, when Opportunity creates 
her Fears. Sure it cannot be Clarmda, 


Enter Clarinda. 
Ha! By Heaven the very Crocodile, [ Afede, 
 Cla. By all my hopes of Happineſs the very Monſter, 


de, 

Col. Man. Madam, you are ſurpriz'd I believe, . 
meet the Man you expected; I beg your Pardon for this 
Diſappointment. 

Cl. Oh Indignation ! No, Sir, I have met the Man ! 
expected, tho? you are diſappointed in your Woman. 

Col. Man. What does ſhe mean! —— Have you a Stra- 
tagem Madam, to bring you off, — come, Fil help you ; 
ſay, you happen d into this Room by chance, and had no 
knowledge of the Plot, expected no Gallant. 

Cla. Oh unheard of Impudence ! a Gallant ! No thou 
Monſter of Ingratitude ; have I refus'd all Mankind for 
thee? Nay, broke in upon the Rules of my Obedience, 
that I might keep my Faith inviolate, and am I thus re- 
warded? ls it not enough that you are Falſe, and that I ſee 
you ſo, but you muſt add to your Barbarity, and throw 
a Lon my Fame, to hide your baſe Proceeding. 


Marry thee, No! From this Moment I reſolve to hate 


thee, and to put it out of thy Power ever to deceive me 
a ſecond Time, III Marry inſtantly. {Bellmein peeping. 
Cap. Bell. 1 muſt hear how the Colonel ſucceeds in my 
Place, | e 


a father d Reed. Oh my Soul, I think I'm grown af 
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Col. Man. It is enough I know thee guilty of that very 
Crime thou would'ſt impoſe on me; know that you writ 
to my Friend to come here, with whom you have had 
many private Conferences, tho? I, Heaven knows, would 
not believe it, till my Eyes convinc'd me; but now thy 
Crimes are obvious to my Sight, and [I take thee at thy 
word, and from this Moment I'll neyer ſee you more: 
Confuſion on your Sex. | Exit. 

Cla. Ha, his Friend! what can he mean, — ſure there: 
ſome Miſtake in this, yet I cannot call him back. 


Enter Emilia pulling in Bellmein. 


Emil, What have we Eves-droppers;——Oh Heav'ns! 
why was not you with my Couſin ? 
| Cap. Bell. Hey day! why was not you with the Cos 
onel? | 

Emil. Why, are not you the Colonel ? | 

Cap. Bell. No faith, and now I begin to ſuſp:& you 
are not Clarinda. 

Em You are in the Right indeed, I am not, 

Cla. Oh Heav'ns, I'm undone, Man's innocent. 

Cap. Bell. No, no, Madam, I'll call my Friend back 
immediately, he ſhall beg Pardon upon the Spot. 
Why, what a damn'd Miſtake is here ; faith he's gone, * 
but here's an old Gentleman coming up. 

Goes to the Door, and returns quickly, 

Cla. Oh Lord, my Father, I'm undone if he findsa Man 
8 what ſhall I do? This was your Project, Em 
4. 

Cap. Bell Ha! Zdeath Madam, where ſhall I run? For 
methinks I would not do any more Miſchief ; what ſhall 
I do Ladies? | 

Em. Ha, a lucky Thought comes into my Head; here, 
here, here, lie down upon this Matt. 

Cap. Bell. With all my Heart: Pox on't, to be thus 
put to't for nothing. If 1 had but got a Maidenhead, or 
made a Cuckold, it would not have vext me, ; 

[Lies down, and they rowl him wh. 
D dus 
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Enter Carefull, and tumbles over the Matr. 


Emil. There, there, lie till. 

Caref. A Pox on your Pride, we muſt have Matts with 
a Vengeance, but I'll turn over a new Leaf with this 
Houſe [1] warrant you; I'll have no Matts, but ſuch as 
— * the Feather · Beds: Here I might have broke my 


Euter Toby. 


irrah, remove that Matt, ant o n hear, throw it 
ioto the Horſe-Pond 3 I'll have no mo. Natts in my 
Houſe. 
Tec. Matt, 'tis damn'd heayy ; come out her © [ be- 
lieve the Dog is got into it. 
Cla. Oh Lord, what ſhall I do? [ Aſide. 
; [The Man goes to take up the Matt, and find: it 
heavy, ſhakes it, and out arops Nellmein. 
Cap. Bel. The Horſe- Pond ! Nay then tis time to ſhift 
'fdr.my ſelf. , ; | . 
En. Here, here, Ther- es a Guinea for you Toby, bring 
Dim off ſome way or of her. [Runs #0 Toby. 
"Dea Ha, what Ws that? 


Toby Bark Sir, £2 rk; only the great Dog Sir was crept 


in the Matte 


Bell. War gh, vougb wough.wough.| Creeps off quick, 


8 4 Rarcly done; expect a better Reward for this, 


—_ . 
; 2 The Dog was it; 
Thief. ede Exit. with the Matt. 
* Caref * + Ads udon me, what 2 Buih of Hair 18 there 
n 10 *. Conſcience, I believe you have got the 
UZ 7 1 Wi 4 1 F 2 
zore-top of ſome Beau's W, „, „en Fond not have 
1 That's the Faſhion Uncle, you wou'd = 


1 proteſt I thought it had been 
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us Dreſs like my Quaking Aunt that is to be. Ha, ha, 
ha. 

Caref. How now Sauce-box, your Quaking Aunt, 
quotha. | 
y Cla. Sir, I hope you don't defign to marry that thing. 

Caref. Thing do you call her? Icod you ſhall marry 
Sir William immediately, or call that thing Mother, I can 
tell you that. 

Cla. Oh Heaven, what ſhall I do? 


Enter Sir William and Mrs. Plotwell. 


Caref. Here Sir Milliam, I give her to your Arms; I'll 
have my Coach harneſs d, and to Church this Moment. 

Sir Will. Madam, tho? I don't pretend to be a Beau, yet 
I hope the World will diſtinguiſh the difference between 
a rough, unhewa Soldier, and a poliſk*'d Gentleman; I 
don't, in the leaſt, hint at Manly. 

Cla. Infipid Coxcomb. * Aide. 

Em. to Plot. For Heavens ſake invent ſome way to give 
her an Hour's time to conſider, or ſhe's undone. 4 

Mrs. Plot. Friend, flall I ſpeak one Word with thee? 

Caref. Twenty if you pleaſe. 

Mrs. Plot, Let me adviſe thee, do not be ſo paſſionate 
with thy Daughter; the little Diſcourſe I had with her, 
ſhew'd her to be tractable; if thou think'& fit, I'll read 
her Yother Leſſon upon her Duty, and 1 don't doubt but 
ſhe'll comply. | 

Caref. With all my Heart; for whatever thou ſay'ſt, 
muſt be for her good, I'm convinc'd. Sir William, we'll 
go take a Glaſs in the next Room till the Bride be ready, 
and then. ; 

Sir Will. And then, Madam, I ſhall be the happieſt Man 
alive; if I would change Conditions with the Czar of 
Muſcovy,. may l be.condemn'd to the Smoak of Tobacco, 
and never know the Pleaſure of taking Snuff. [E&, 

Em, A very Courtly Wiſh indeed, | 

Mrs. Plot. Come, don't trifle away the Time 1 have 

Da - 1 
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given you but write to Manly, and beg him to Protect 
you, and Reſcue you from the Arms of this Fool. 
 Cla. Oh, bew canT writeto him, whom | have abus d? 
Mrs. Plot. And did not he pay you in the ſame Coin! 
Come, ceme, this little Miſtake rather ſerves to encreaſe 


doubt but Bellmein has told him cer this, he'll be glad to 
accept the Conditions. Come, come, write to him, Topey 
is within, and he ſhall carry it. CU to 
Cla. Well, it being my laſt Shift, III fullow your Ad. 
vice. | | [ Ex, 
Mrs Plot. Ay, 8 do ſo, Fi] warrant you a Fortune, and 
the old Man's Conſent before I have done with him. [ Exeunt, 


' A Drum beating up for Volunteers. Bellmein croſſes the | 
| Stage, and a Serjeant after him, 


= 


Serj Captain, Captain. 
Cap. Bell, Ha, Serjeant. 
Se. j. I have got the fineſt Volunteer, a Reau, Captain, 


Cap. Bell. A Beau! Nay, if the Beaus begin to Lift, let 
' the French look tot. Where is he, Serjeant ? 

Serj. He's coming, Sir, 
Cap. Bell I can't ſtay now, but Ill be here in a Moment, 

and I'll bring the Colonel with me. Ex. 

Serj. Vl wait you hers, Sir. 

4 Fe | — 0 N er Ogle. 

The Captain will be here in a Moment, Sir; but pray Sir, 

Why wall you go for à Soldier, methinks you might geta 


Commiſſion. 
Ogle. Becauſe I dreamt Sir I ſhould be a General, —= 


and l have a mind fo riſe gradually, I hate jumping into 


Honcur at ence. 
Serj. Sir,! Honour you; no doubt but your Dream will 


come true, | 
© Ogle. Sir, I dreamt laſt Night that I ſaw two Armies 
x | join 


His Love than diminiſh it, when he finds you true, as ro 
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join Battle, and methought in the Scuffle my Brains was: 
knock d out, and when I Wak d I wonder'd to find my: 
ſelf with all my Limbs, I ſtraight felt for my other Leg, 
and ſuſpected my Eyes when they inform'd me I had 


ö both Hands. 


Serj. A very good Dream, and ſignifies your Advance- 
ment. 


Ogle. Nay, after that, I had the ſtringeſt Dream, my 


Man found me Scaling my Curtains for a Fort, killing 
my Pillow, and entring Duel with my Breeches Me- 
thouoht all the Trojan Faces in the Hangings were turn'd 
Frenchmen, aud a Famine raging amongſt em, they re- 
ſolv'd to Eat me; ſo caſting Dice what part of me to de- 
vour firſt, the Lot tell upon my Head, Now Sir, all theſe 
Dreams I interpret quite contrary, | kaow I ſhall be a, 
great Man, 

Serj. No doubt on't Sir — I'm afraid all this Fellow's 
Courage lies in his Sleep. I'm reſolv'd to found him a: 
little, [ 4/rdes 

gte. Prithee, Serjeant, tell me, what fort of a Thing a 
Camp is? 

Serj. Why truly, Sir, a Camp would be a pleaſant Place, 


did the Fields produce Feather- Beds; or if the Streams, 


like thoſe of the Gallen Age; did run pure Wine; or it 
Camp Meals wou'd every Twelve and Seven obſerve due 
Hours ! — But, Sir, to lie half ſtarv'd on ſcarce freth 
Green-Sword, juſt fy much Earth, to Earth; and then to 
live the Lite ot Nature; or as ſome do call it, The Life 
of the Hardy, to quench one's Thirſt at the next Spring, 
coffin up one's ſelt each Night in Turfi, and thence come 
forth, like one ot Cadmus s Soldiers, ſown of Serpent's 
Teeth, and ſtart forth arm'd from a Furrow, is a Courſe 
of Life, I fear, will neyer ſuit with your Conſtitution, 
: 025 'Tis ſomething hard truly, but no matter, I'm re- 
oly'd. 

Serj. Oh! This is nothing Sir ; here comes on a Troop, 
and you in Honour can't but loſe an Eye; an Engine there 
goes off, and you will ſhow your felt a Coward, unleſs 
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you loſe an Arm Here you are ſurrounded, and then 


twere baſe to bring more than one Shoulder off. 


Ogle. [Rubbing his Shoulder.) Ha! I don't like it. [ Aſide. 
Serj. Nay Sir, conſider e er you go—PFor tis a damn'd 
Diſcredit to have a Noſe after a Battle, or to walk the. 


Streets upon your own Legs. 
Ogle. Humph! 


Wind, I don't like this Slicing into Reputation. 
Enter Bellmein and Colonel Manly. 


gie. But theſe Men that you raiſe, Serjeant, are they 


to go againſt the French or Spaniards? | 
Serj. Why do you ask, Sir? 


Ogle. Becaule I cannot in Honourdraw my Sword againſt 


the French. | 
Serj. How ſo, pray? You're no Facobite, J hope. 


Ogle. Oh! Sir, my Scruples are not founded upon Reli- 
gion; but Il tell you, the laſt long Vacation I made 
the Tour of France and Lorrain, where I receiy'd ſuch 
extraordinary Marks of Civility, particularly from the 
Duke of Berry, the Duke of Burgundy, and the Chevalier 
de St. George, and from the Governor of Calais, ſuch ex- 
travagant Obligations; But above all, from the Gover- 
nor's Daughter That upon my Soul, I cannot deſcend 
ſo far from the Pun#ilio's of Honour, to go againſt 'em; 
But againſt Stain, I—— Ha? the Colonel, Pm reſoly'd to 


fight him however. Death, Hell and Furies: Draw Sir / 
Col. That I ſhou'd be ſuch a Sot to believer her falſe. 


Oh! I'm undone, ruin'd beyond retrieving ! [To Bell, 


Draw Sir, For what, Sir ? 
"Ogle. Sir, I ſay Draw Sir, or elſe reſign all Pretenſions 


to Clarmaa. | 
Bell. Why what a Metamorphus is here? Is this your 


Voluntier, Serjeant ? 


Serj. Yes, Sir; but if you bad not come as you did, he 


had been gone, for 1 found his Courage begaa to fink, 
| Col, 


I feel my ſelf already partly com- 
pos'd of Fleſh, partly of Woed. Methinks, I hang be- 
rween two Crutches, like a Man in Chains, toſt by the 
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Col. To Clarinda! How dares ſuch a Coxcomb as you 
Name Clarinda? [Draws and Diſarms him.] Now learn 
more Wit, or get more Courage. 

Ozle. Courage, Sir, Z'death, Sir, I'll Box with you [Pul- 
ling off his Neckcloth.) you have got my Sword, but no 
matter for that, I'll Fight it out at Fiſts ; Loſe a Fortune 
for want of Fighting, No! 


Col. I'll Box you, you Dog; give me the Cane, [To the | 


Serſeant.] Sirrah, I'll make Mummy of your Bones, II 


make you forſwear ſauntering after Fortunes, nay you ſhall * 


not dare to look towards the Houſe where they live, or ſo 
[ Beats him all this times 

Ogle. Oh Lord Sir, for Heaven's ſake! Sir, Ill obſerve the 
Conditions, 


Bell. Nay now you are too rigid, I dare promiſe for 


Mr, Ogle. 

Ogle. I will indeed Sir, only let me think of them, for 
who can help thinking, Sir ? 

Col. No; here Serjeant, take this Fellow, and let him 
run the Gauntlet, I'll think you, Sirrah. 

Ogle. Oh Lord Sir! ſpare that, and I will not think of 
em upon my Faith, Sir. 


Col. Nay one thing more you mult Promiſe, which is, 8 


to reſume your wented Cowardice, and betake you to 
your Desk again. Go take Money of the Men you mean 
to Cozen; talk little, except when you are paid for't, tis 
an Antidote againſt Beating ; keep your Hand from your 
Sword, and your Landreſſes Petticoats, and you'll live at 
Peace. 

Ogle. I will Colonel — Give me Wiſdom that is beaten 
into a Man, for that flicks to him Egad. I'm wiſer than 
a Juſtice of Peace; your Precepts are very learned, Sir. 
I'm your humble Servant — Farewel Sword, and we'- 
come Tongue again. Now can't I poſitively tell, whe- 
ther tis beſt to be Couragious, or to have no Courage at 
all; Beaten if 1 Fight, and Beaten if I do not. Now 
I-think I know fomething ot the Law, and yet if the 
Queſtion was put to me I cou'd not Reſolve it; 
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But for my own Part, I'll lay Courage down, 

As all Men do, when they take up the Gown; 

Cloak'd with the Law, I may ſecurely baul, 

And who Affronts me then, ſhall pay for all. ¶ Exit. 


Bel/. Ha! ha! ha! 


Enter Toper, and gives the Colonel. a Letter, 


Tip. Ha! Colonel, opportunely met, I bring an Expreſs 
from the Queen of Beauty ; her Orders are in that Paper. 
Col. Ha! Tis Clarinda's Hand--[Read:.] I hope by this 
time, you are ſatisfied of my Innocence, as l'm of yours; 
if not I beg of you, by all the Tyts of Honour, to re- 
ſcue me from this fooliſh Knight, to whom I am this 
Mcomcart to be married by the rigid Command of my 
barbarous Father; and if 1 don't clear your Cenſures, ute 
me as you pleaſe. Yours Clarin (a Reſcue thee, yes, 
the Foo! ſhall quit all Pcetcalions to thee, unleſs this Arm 
deceive me. 

Bell. If it does Boy, here's another at thy Service. 

Top. You may ſeize her at the End of the Street as ſhe 
aſſes ; Be ſure you marry her as ſoon as you have got 
er; Let me alone to bring her Fortune, the Captain muſt 


help our Plot forward, as toon as he has help'd you, away 


with her — 
Bell, Wich all my Heart, I love Miſchief; J have a pla- 
guy hankeriag Mind after this Couſin tho, e er fince Manly 
told me ſhe had Ten thouſind Pounds, 
Top. The Yoak ſhou'd be well lin d. or 'twill fit very 
uneatie at beſt | | 

Bell. Ay, there muſt be Gold proportionable to the Al- 
loy, or*twou'd not be current Coin, Ha, ha. 

Top, Ha, ha, Well, I'm a good-natur'd Fellow now, 
to ſpend my Time in your Buſineſs when I have an Aſſig- 
nation with one ot the pretticft Girls about Town, 
Faith, | 

Bell, 
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Bell. Some old o'er-worn Drab, I'll warrant, caſt off 
by all the Beaus in Town, and now is become anew Facs 
to the Drunkards. . 

Top. No Faith, ſhe's a kept Miſtreſs, ſhe coſts me not 
a Souce, 

Col. Thou art ſtill labouring between two Tides, Wine 
and Women: Wilt thou never take up till thou art confiu d 
by a Doctor to dry Diet? | 

Top. Dry Diet? You don't mean à Wife, I hope; catch 
me at that Meat and choke me with it, that's juſt a Con- 
finement to Sea-Biſquit at Land; tho' I'd do you all the Ser- 
vice I can, Colonel, in helping you to your Miſtreſs, yet 
] can't help lamenting the Loſs of a Friend. 

Col. Why, will Matrimony loſe me to my Friends? I 
ſhall love them as well as ever, I aſſure you. | 

Top. Ay, but your Friends won't care that for you, 
[Snapping his Fingers] for &er the ſecond Bottle, you'll 
be calling, What's to pay? Your Wife won't go to Bed 
till you come Home; this makes Company uneaſy, and 
what makes us uneaſy decreaſes our Value for't ; For my 
Part, I had rather be confin'd to Sea-Men in a Storm, or 
the malicious Converſation of a Facevite Club, than the 
Company of a married Man, for at every Mouſe ſtirring 
I ſhou'd think the Comforts of Matrimony was coming, 
with all its commanding Retinue : A Wife! Egad, I'd ra- 
ther want Wine, the only Support of this Body —— 

Col. Well, you declare for a Bottle, I tor a Wite, which 
I think the greater Pleaſure far. : 

* Where ſhall we find you? | Ex. 

Col. At the Roſe. 

Top. Adieu, Bellmein ſhall come to you there, 


Let Fools be fetter d to that Clog, a Wife, 

Whilſt free, I reap the Pleaſure of my Life; 

And Heaven grant I may no longer live, 

Than I can taſie the Foys which: Wine do's gius. 
| D 5 Exit: 
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[Lelaſh of Swords. Sir Will. cries Murder, Col. and 
Cla. Bell. and Em, croſs the Stage. 


© Col. Haſte, my Faieſt, and let us tye that Knot, which 
nought but Death can looſe, KA [ Exe, 


Enter Careful. 
Caref. Certainly, I heard Sir Williams Voice cry Murder, 
Enter Sir William. 


What's the Matter, Sir iim? Where's my Daughter? 

Sir N ill. Enfeeble me it I know; you had beſt ſend after 
ker immediately, or ſhe'll. be married to Manly, who drew 
upon me; and if 1 had not quitted her, he had run me 
quite thro' the Body, impair my Vigor. 

Caref. This was her Project of going on Foot, ſhe wou'd 
not have the Coach, under pretence of Notice being taken, 
forſooth; and your Perſwaſion made me go before to get 
the Parſon ready, Od's fleſh, had I been there, this had 
not happen d, old as I am, they ſhou'd not have eſcap d fo 
ealily. Z'death! Let a Man take your Miſtreſs from you! 
In my Conſcience, young Fellows are ſo rotten novv- a- days, 
they are afraid of every Scuffle, leſt they drop in Pieces. 
Zounds, I cou'd curſe the Minute 1 got this Baſtard, to 
think what a Fortune ſhe has loft. [ Aſode, 
_ © Sir Will. Do you take my Breeding to have been at a 

Bear-Garden, Sir, or in Bedlam, to endanger my Life for 
your Daughter? No, let her go, Vd marry an Actreſs 
fooner, and haye more Hopes of her Virtye. 

Caref. Say you ſo, Mr. Dirty Crown? Adod, I cou'd find 
in my Heart to daſh the Powder out of your Whore's 

Hair for you. 

Sir Hill. Your Age protects you, Sir. Exit. 

Caref. Well, if I don't fit the Baggage; Pm miſtaken, 
Egad, III Marry Toper's Neice immediately. 
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Enter Toper. 


Mr. Tober, you came luckily; Iam reſolv d to Marry your 
Couſin this Moment. Nay, I'll ſettle all I have upon her, 
I'll hamper my Daughter, 11] warrant her. 

Top. | came to inform you, Sir, that I ſaw Colonel 
Manly and your Daughter enter the Church ; the Parſon 
met them at the Door, and I'm much afraid they will be: 
Married before you can get to em. 

Caref. Let her Marry and be Pox't, III not give her a 
Farthing, Iam reſolv'd. Let her go Soldiering with her 
Husband, and carry his Knap-ſack, like a Trull as ſhe is. 
If there be any Favour or Intereſt to be had in an Engliſh: 
Parliament, I'll have the Parſon turn'd out of his Place, 
for a Facobite, that Coupled them. 

Top. I have a Friend of mine at the Ryſe, juſt come from 
Oxford; If you pleaſe Mr. Careful, Tl tetch him, and you 
may be marry'd in your own Houſe, Ex. Toper. 

Caref. With all my Heart. Adod, methinks Im brisk and 
young again. This audacious Wench —— 


My Blood boils high, and all my Spirits move, 
Revenge gives Strength to Age as much as Love. [Exits 


The End of the Fourth Act. 
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FIT V.-SCENE L 
SCENE Carefull's Honſe. 


Careful! leading in Mrs. Plotwell, 


Caref Wb. my deareſt Aun I think my ſelf the hap: 

pieſt Man alive ſince I eſpous'd thee : I have 
ſett ed my whole Eſtate upon thee, which, with this Kiſs, 
I do confirm to thee again. | [Offers to Kiſs her. 
Mrs. Plot. Pray forbear Sir 

Caref. How Wife! Refuſe to Kiſs me? 

Mrs. Plot. Yes, except a {weeter Air came from you---- 
Faugh, you have turn'd my Stomach; I wonder you can 
ask me. knowing your Lungs are periſh'd. 

Caref Mercy upon me; Why, what have I married ! — 

Mrs. Plot. Here, Where are my Servants, ¶ Enter a Maid. ]. 
Run tothe Exchange, Fetch me a French Night-Gown, and 
French Head; Set my Dreſſing · Table in order, Do you hear? 
Let my Paint, Powder, and Patches be ready. 

Caref. Oh Lord! Oh Lord! Paint, Powder, and Patches; 
Why, hark y* Miſtreſs, Are you not a Quaker? 

Mrs. Plot. No Sir, I only made uſe of that Diſguiſe to 
catch youin, but you have Money enough to equip me aftes 
the Faſhion, and that was the only Motiveof my Sanctity. 

Caref. Oh! undone, undone! 

Mrs. Plot. Look you Sir, I ſhall never endure your Conver- 
= Ation, 1 muſt have two Beds, two Chambers, and two 
bles,it was an Article of our Agreement you know, that 1 
ud live retir' dd —— That is a- part Sir. 

Caret. A Curſe on that Agreement — But hark y* Wife, 
du are not in Earneſt ſure? 
Mrs. Plot. In Earneſt ? Why, Do you think] Jeſt with Age? 
Caref. And you won't Bed with ine? 
Mrs. Plot. Did ever Man of your Hairs ask ſuch Que- 
- ions? 1 vow | bluſh at your Unreaſonableneſs. 
Caref. O monſtrous! A 
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Mrs. Plot. Is it fit I ſhou'd be Bury'd? For to Bed with you 
were a direct Emblem of my going to my Grave | 

Caref. Mercy upon me! Where is this Rogue, this Toper ? 
What damn d Succubus has he topt upon me? 

Mrs. Plot. Ill have your Picture ſet in my Wedding Ring; 
to put me in Mind of Mortality; Do you think I'll come 
within your winding Sheets! For what? 

Caref I am married! 

Mrs, Plot. Pray why did you marry? In my Conſcience; 
you're as youthful as a Coffin, and as hot as the ſultry Win- 
ter that froze over the Thames ; they ſay the hard Time 
did begin from you, Ha! ha! ha! 

Caref. Oh Heaven ! I am madethe Curſe of all Mankind! 
O Patience! Patience! Hark y* Miſtreſs, you that have 
a Feaver and Dog-Days in your Blood; If you knew this, 
why did you marry me? 

Mrs, Pot. That your experienc'd Aches. that have felt 
Springs and Falls theſe Forty Years, ſhou'd ask ſuch a Que- 
ſtion, as if I could not find Friends to ſupply your cold Defectsʒ 
Do you think a young Woman high in her Blood! 

Caref. And hot as Goats and Marmoſets. [ Aſide, 

Mrs. Plot. Apt to take Flame, at any Temptation. 


Caref. And kindle at the Picture of a Man. [ Afade. . 


Mrs. Plot. Wou'd wed Duſt and Aſhes, unleſs ſhe were 
Caref. Crack'd, try'd, or broken up, ha! 
Mrs. Plot, Right Sir, or lack d a Cloak. 
Caref. Miſchief, and Hell, was there none to make your 
Cloak but me! 
Mrs. Plot. Not ſo well lin'd Sir, Ha! ha! 
Caref. Oh! You ftaid for a wealthy Cuckold, did you? 
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he manag d it rarely. 


Mrs. Plot. But, Sir, I look your Coffers ſhou'd maintain 
me at my Rate. f 
Caref. How's that, pray? | 

Mrs. Plot, Why like a Lady; I muſt have you Knighted, 
for I don'r like Miſtreſs My Lady, wou'd found better, 
© Caref. Ves I ſhall riſe to Honour. [Afrds, 

Mrs. Plot. I muſt have fix Horſes in my Coach, four are 
fit for thoſe that have a Charge of Children, you and I 
ſhall never have any. 
> Caref. If we have, all Middleſex will be their Fathers 

Mrs, Plot. I'll have four Footmen, and this Houſe clear'd 
of all this old Lumber, and new Wainſcotted, and lin'd 
with Looking Glaſs, have Cabinets, Scrutores, and China. 

Caref. Mercy upon me — Hark ye, Miſtreſs, you told 
me you lov'd Retirement, hated Viſits, and bargain'd for 
Hours of Devotion, 

Mrs. Plot. Right, Sir, but what Woman ſpeaks Truth 
before ſhe's married? 

Caref. Politickly anſwer'd, and like one perfect in the 
ſinning Trade. | 

Mrs. Plot. Well, Sir, don't diſcompoſe your ſelf, twill 
ſignify nothing; III in and examine your Jewels, chuſe 


ſome for every Day, and ſome for Maſques and Balls. Exit. 


Caref. The Devil go with you: Oh that I bad my Daugh- 
ter again! Two Days more of this, and I ſhall grow mad, 
or to redeem my ſelf, daſh out my Brains. [ Exit, 


SCENE. changes to Plotwell's Lodgings. 


Eiter en one fide, the Colonel, Clarinda, and Emilia, 
on the other, Bellmein and Toper. 


Top. We have done your Buſineſs, Colonel; Bellnein 
here has tack d em together. . | 
Bell. | canted. out the Form of Matrimony as grayely as 
if I had taken my Degree at Edinborough. 
| Col; And how does it take? 
Top. Oh? Admirably well, I liſten'd a w 


ile, and found 
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Cla. She'll drive my Father out of his Wits. 

Top. Well, Captain, you'll obſerve what told you; Ill 
follow you with another Project, III warrant you, will 
give the old Fellow enough of Matrimony. Colonel, do- 
you be ready when 1 call, to come in, do you hear? I 
fancy they are in ſuch Confuſion that it would be no hard 
Matter for all of you to get into the Houſe unſeen.) | 


. Cla. We'll endeayour it. 
Bell. But hark ye, Madam, there's ſomething more to 


be ſaid, before you and I part; Have you the Conſcience to 
let your Friend launch into the Sea of Matrimony alone? 
Em To chuſe, Sir; for if the Voyage prove Dangerous, 
one at a Time is enough to be loſt. 

Cla. Would you have her ſurrender upon the firſt um- 
mons, Captain? Vou muſt expect ſome Fatigue in Love, as 
well as War; the little diſquiet of Hopes and Fears do but 
enhance the Value of a Miſtreſs, when gain d; Soldiers and 
Knight Errands, ſhou'd court Danger, and deſpiſe an Enter» 
priſe that had no Difficulty in't. 

Bell. Ay, Madam, if I had but the Hopes of a Carnaval 
after this Lent, *rwould be a ſufficient Recompence ; but 
Expectation and Uncertainty, is the worſt Food in the World 
for a Fellow of my Conſtitution. 

Col. Come, Madam, be Generous; you cannot have an 
Honeſter Fellow, I'll ſay that for him. 

Bell. Look ye there, Madam, he'll youch for me, if 
you don't think my own Word ſufficient. ; 

Em, I ſhall truſt no Body's Judgment but my own, and 
that tells me, you are too much a Libertine for a Husband 3 
why you have not the leaſt Reſemblence of a Lover. 

Bell. No Reſemblance ! Why I am a perfect Skeleton, 
do but ſee how pale and wan I look ! My Taylor ſhall 
ſwear I am fall'n away fix Inches in the Waſte, ſince this 
Day Sevennight, and it theſe be no Signs of being in Love, 
the Devil's in't. oY | I; 

Om. Ha, ha, ha, ha. | 993 

Em, Very violent Symptoms truly Haye you any 
more of them, Sir? „„ f 
; 4 Bel 
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Bell, A\Thouſand; do but feel here the Palpitation of my 
Heart, the Irregularity of my Pulſe, the Immotion of my 
Brain In ſhort, my whole Frame's diſorder'd, and 
without immediate Help, Fm a dead Man—— I'm quite 
out of Breath, I hope ſhe won't put me to the Expence of 
any more Lyes, for certainly I have told enough to deſerve 
any one Woman in Chriſtendom. [ Aſede. 

Em. Poor Gentleman; Well, if your Diſtemper continues, 
Fl conſult my Pillow for a Remedy. 

Bell. Take me with you to that Study, Madam, the 
fight of me there, will very much improve your Under- 
ſtanding. [ Embracing her. 

Col. Come, I hope to fee thee Bleſt as l am —- And 
now my Faireſt, my whole Study fhall be to make you 
Happy. | [ To Carindas 
Bell. Well, Madam, you had as good give me my Anſwer, 
Em. Not till 1 fee the Event of your Plot upon my Un- 


cle. IP [Ex. 
Top. Come, come, ſhe's thine Boy. 

For tho at firſt the Sex our Suit deny, 

Preſs 'em but Home, and they will all comply. | 


SCENE, Carefull's Hoſe. 


Care full ſolus. 


Caref. Mercy upon me / What ſhall I do?. Well, thou'rt 
Tight enough ſerv'd, old Boy- Eh- Pox of thy old doat- 
ing Head ¶ Beats his Head.] Thou mult marry tor Revenge, 
muſt thou--- I am reveng d with a Witneſs--- 


Enter Bellmein. 


Bell. Sir, your Servant. I come, Sir, to do you a Piece of 
Service, if it be not too late ; 1 heard juſt now, that one 
Toper had lodg'd a Woman, under pretence of a Couſin, 
in your Houle. | 
* Caref. Oh Heaven! I'm become the Townetalk already 
Well Sir, and what then? l 
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Bell. She's a-common Strumpet, Sir. | 
Caref. How Sir! Have a Care what you ſay. | 
Bell. I'll prove it Sir, ſhe's of known Practice, the 
Cloaths ſhe wears are but her Quarters Sins — She has no 
Lining but what fhe firſt offends for. | 
Caref. Oh! I ſweat, I ſweat. 1 
Bell. Sir, ſhe has known Men of all Nations, and lain in 
by two Parts of the Map, Africa and America. 
Caref Oh! oh! oh! oh! 
Bell What ail you Sir, Are you not well? 
Caref. Oh undone! undone! I am married Sir! 
Bell. Nay then. Heaven help you- Why wou d you truſt 
Toper, the debaucheſt Fellow ia Town ; ſhe was once his 
Miſtreſs ; Money falling ſhort, 1 ſuppoſe, he has topt her 
upon you, and is to be maintain'd out of your Bags. 
Caref. Oh: 1 have ſettl'd all] have in the World upon her, 
that daran'd Raſcal. Oh, that I cou'd ſee him ſtretch'd upon 
aRacknow, I'd give a thouſand Pound for every Stretch 
that ſhou'd enlarge the Rogue thro' all his Joynts; that ſhou'd 
but ſhow him Hell, and then recall his fleeting Soul, and give 
him Strength to endure his Torment often, I'd have him 
as long a dying as a chop'd Eel, 


Enter two Footmen bearing in à Frame of a Picture, 
with a Curtain before it. 


What have we here? 

Foot. My Lady has ſent your Wife a Preſent, Sir. 

Caref. Who is your Lady? 

Foot. My Lady Manlove. 

Caref. Pray what is it? 

Foot. A Picture for her Bed-Chamber, Sir. 

Caref. For her Bed-Chamber ? There are but one ſort of 
Pictures will pleaſe my Wife there--- Pray draw back the 
Curtain, 

Foot. My Lady charg'd that none ſhou'd ſee it but your 
Wife, Sir. 

Caref. Say you ſo Sir; but I will ſce it. [Draws the Cur- 
tain, and Toper comes out of the Frame] Hell! and Dam- 
nation! Are you there, Bawd, Pander, Sirrah, I'll cut your 
Ears off, ¶ Draws, Bellmein holds him ] Sell, 
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Bell. Hold Sir, I muſt prevent your running into fur- 
ther Miſchief; if you kill him the Law purſues you. 
Caref. The Law! who wou'd ſcruple hanging to be 
reveng'd on ſuch a Dog — Sirrah, you are a Villain 

Top. Sir, you are rude, and wou'd be beaten; can't a 


Man come in private, on Buſineſs to your Wife, but you 
mult be inquiſitive 


Enter Mrs, Plotwell. 


Caref. Why this is beyond Example; why do you hold 
me Sir? Z'death, I ſhall be Cuckolded before my Face! 

Top. Ho! Are you come? I thought your Husband, to 
keep you chaſt, had ſet a Guard of Funuchs over you, or 
ſhut you up in a Room, where no Male Beaſt is pictur'd, 
for I find he is as jealous already as an Italian. 

M. Plot. I wonder Sir, who licens'd you to pry, or ſpy 
out my Friends that come to me 1n private; it wou'd be 
more to your Reputation to truſt to my Management, 
than to be peeping ; but it ſhows your unbred Curioſity, 
which I ſhall correct. 

Caref. Zounds! This is beyond the Suffering of a Saint; 
let me go, and I'll lit her Noſe — Thou Woman dou- 
ble ſtampt. 

M. Plot, You'll dare to break up Letters ſhortly, and 
examine my Taylor when he brings home my Gown, 
leſt there be a Man in't. Vil have you to know Sir, I'll 
have whom I pleaſe, and when I pleaſe, and in what 
Diſguiſe I pleale, and not have your Eyes ſo fawcy to peep, 
as if by Prevention, you meant to kill a Balilick, = 

Caref. Mercy on me! I ſhall loſe my Underſtanding, 
M. Plot. Couſin Toper, Ill fetch you the hundred Pound 
immediately. Exit. 

Caref. A hundred Pound! Oh, oh, oh. 

Bell. I vow Sir, I am very much concern'd at your 
Mis fortune; if I was in your place, I'd take my Daughter 
home; the Colonel is a Man of Honour, and will at leaſt 
{cure you from ſuch Affronts as theſe. 


Care 
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Caref. Ah poor Girl! But I have not a Farthing to give 
her This damn'd Woman has got all. 

Bell. Suppoſe, Sir, I cou'd contrive a way to null your 
Marriage, wou'd you forgive your Daughter? 

Caref. With all my Soul, 

Top. What wou'd you give for ſuch a Project, ha? 

Caref. As much as I'd give to ſee you hang'd —— 
Which is all I am worth — 

Top. Ha, ha, ha, well, you wou'd forgive me too, 
wou'd you not? 

Caref. Ay, tho' thou hadſt murder'd my Father, and 
debauch'd my Mother. 

Top. Say you ſo Sir—— Well, I'll be with you in an 
Inſtant. Exit. 

Caref. But which way will you do it, Sir? 
Bell. Why you have not conſummated yet, have you? 

Caref. No, thank Heaven. 

Bell. Well then, take you no Care; you'll give your 
Daughter the ſame Fortune youdeſign'd for the Fop Knight? 

Caref. Ay, that I will, and 30 J. more. 

Bell. Come in Lovers, the Scene's chang'd, 


Enter Colonel, Clarinda, Emilia and Toper. 


Coll. Your Bleſſing, Sir. [ Kneels, 
Cla. And with it, your Pardon. 

Caref. You have it, provided I get unmarried again. 
Beil. We'll now call tor your Lady; Oh, here ſhe comes; 


Enter Mes. Plotwell. 


Caref. Tounds, I tremble at the Sight of her. 

Mrs, Plot. You ſhan't need Sir, for my Fury is over: I 
wiſh you Joy, Madam, and Sir I here reſign you up your 
Settlement again, | Gives him Papers. 

Caref. How's this? Ha, pray unfold this Myſtery. 

Top. Why, Sir, this is Mrs. Plot well, your Neighbour, 
who only put on this Diſguiſe to be ſerviceable to your 
Daughter — This honeſt Gentleman here, was the Par- 
lon that coupled you. | CON A 


Bell. 
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Bell. Now Sir, I think, I have kept my Word with you. 
Caref. Very well. 
Mrs. Plot. Why, truly Sir, being loth to ſee. this young 


Lady thrown away upon a Fool, when. ſhe had the Pro- * 
ſpect of ſuch a worthy Match as Colonel Mandy, J under- 
took to reduce you to your Reaſon, and I don't doubt 6 
but you'll own 1 have done you a piece of Service, in 
forcing you to exclude a Blockhead out of your Family, n 
and in his ſtead receivd a Man of Senſe and Honour, U 
Coll. Tis new, Madam, my turn to pay my Acknow-« 
ledgments for this unexpected Goodneſs; inſtruct me, 4 
pray, which way J may be grateful. 9 
Mrs. Plot. If J have done Good, it rewards it ſelf; and h 
if Mr. Careful pleaſes to pardon the Frolick, I ſhall be « 


over-paid. 
Caref. With all my Heart, I faith, the Frolick was a || 
pretty Frolick—— Now *tis over. 


Enter Sir William Mode. 


Sir Wil. I heard you was married, Mr. Carefull, I wiſh 
vou Joy. : 
Caref. You are miſtaken, Sir Milliam, tis my Daugh- 
ter that is married, 
Sir Mall. Ha. the Colonel married to my Miſtreſs ? [ Aſidle. 
Cla. Sir H illiam, I deſire all Quarrels between yuuard 
I may be cancel'd. 
Col. Pray include me in that Treaty too, Sir V lliam. 
Caref. Here has been ſtrange juggling, Sir William, 1 
have been trick'd ont of my Conſent, I hope you'll par- 
don me too. 
Sir Will. I'm in ſuch Confuſion, that I know not what 
to fay, but I muſt ſhew em that my Soul's above an At- 1 
front. and that nothing can diſorder the Serenity of my 
Temper. [Aſide] Ay, we are all Friends, Gentlemen, k 
and | forgive the Lady too, for ſhe has done more ho- a 
q nelly by me than moſt Women wou'd, ſhe has married 
the Man ſhe lik d, tho tis the Faſhion to take the rich 
Bus band they don't like, and make a Friend of the Mana 
e do. 2 
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Om. Ha. ha. ha. 
Sir Vu One thing I defire you'd make clear to me, 


Madam, which is why did you give me Encouragement 
by your Woman? 

Cla. | give you Encouragement by my Woman? What 
do you mean? : | 
Maid. | beg your Pardon, Madam, his Gold prevaibd 
upon me, and I thought what I ſaid would figuify no- 

thing | hope you will forgive me. | 

Cla. Never: Out of my Doors. I ſuppeſe thro? your 
Management Ogle was ſo familiar with me too. — Out 
of my Sight. lekExit Maid. 

Col. Indeed, my Dear, I cannot intercede in her be- 
half, ſince thro her means my firſt Suſpicion came, that 
made us both uneafie; but as to Ogle, 1 ſufficiently re- 
veng d your Quarrel, for I'll engage he never ſets up for 
a Beau again. 

Sir. Vill. Confound your whole Sex, you're all not 
worth a Gentleman's Anger; I'll to my Lodgings, and 
ſend for the Muſick, and think no more of you nor Ma- 
trimony; if I do, I'll give 'em leave to ram me into a 
Hautboy and blow me out at the Holes; Impair my Vi- 
gour, [ Exit, 

Om. Ha, ha, ha. 

Bell. Well, Madam. what ſay you? Have you a mind 
to ſee me ſwing to Elixium in my Garters, and hear me 
ſing about in a Ballad to a doleful new Tune, call'd, 
The Gentleman's Farewel to his unkind Lady —— Oc 


will you take Pity on me? 


Em. Well, Sir, to prevent ſuch ſad Diſaſters, I don't 
care if I give you my Hand, and as you deſerve, my Heart 
ſhall follow. 

Bell. Ay, give me but the Body, and I'll warrant you 
II get the reſt. . 

Caref. Hey Day! What a Wedding chopt up there too! 
Well, I never ſhall believe common Report again, That 
all Women are Facobites, fince | find x a0 {o ready to 
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Em. I wiſh every brave Man was rewarded according 
to his Merit, I'm certain Captain Bellmein deſerves more 
than I can give him, 

Bell. Don't compliment your Husband, Madam, you 
don't know half my Deſerts yer. 

Caref. Brave Boys, brave Boys. 


Enter Servant. 


Serv. Sir here's the Muſick without, come to congra- 
tulate your Marriage. h 
Caref. Bid 'em come in, we'll have a Dance. 
{ Here's a Dance. 
Top. Well, Gentlemen, I wiſh you Joy, if there can be 
any ſuch thing in a Wife; but for my part, it ſhall al- 
ways be my Maxim not to part with my Liberty, till 1 
can't help it; What Bird wou'd be confin'd to a Cage, 
when it can skip from Tree to Tree? Colonel, I'll come 
and take a Bottle with you by and by. [ Exit, 
Cla. Madam, you deſerve our beſt Thanks for this 
exemplary piece of Juſtice, and be aſſured, you have laid 
an eternal Obligation on me, 
Mrs. Plot. I am pleas'd that 1 have done you Service, 
and henceforth ſhall devote my ſelf to Virtue, and! hope 
Heaven will pardon the Follies of my paſt Life, 


Col. Bleſs in my Love, I envy no Man's Fate, 
Content alone, 15 the true happy State. 


Mrs. Plot. Virtue, thou ſhining jewel of my Sex 
Thou precious Thing that none knows how to value as 
they ovght, while they enjoy it, but like Spend: thrift 
Heirs, when they have waſted all their Store, wou'd give 
, the World they cou'd retrieve their loſt Eſtate: Therefore 
beware, you happy Maids, how you liſten to the delu- 
ding Tongues of Men, tis only they bave Power to bes" 
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Folh be gone I have no mind to Play, 
fame is clear, I have not ſind to Day. 
| | > 2 | >> * Fg 1 | 
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By the Author. | 
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ding 
more 


you 


Vo fee. Gallants, it has been our Poets Care 
Y To ſhew what Beaux in their Perfection are, 
gra- By Nature Cowards, fooliſh, uſeleſs Tools, 
Made Men by Taylors, and by Women, Fools: 
* A Fickle, Falſe, 4 Singing, Dancing Crew, 
n be Nay now we hear they've Smiling Maſters oo; 
Wal- Juſt now a F, enchman in the Dreſſing Room, 


24 From teaching of a Beau to Smile, was come, 

» i He ſhew'd five Guineas, —— Wam't he rarely paid, 

i. Tus all the World by Smiles are once betray'd; 

ics The States-Man Smiles on them he wou'd Undo, 6 
The Courtier s Smiles are very ſeldom True, 

ice, Tye Lover's Smiles too many do believe, = 

OPE Aua Nomen Smile on them they wou'd Deceive; 


Hue Trades-Men Smile, they ſafely Cheat with Eaſe; 
And Smiling Lawyers never fail of Fees, — 
be Doctors Look the Patient's Pain beguiles, 
s Man lives, if the Phyſician Smiles: 
rife Thus Smiles with Iutereſt hand in hand do go, 


ive nie ſureſt Strikes, that Smiling gives the Blow; 
105 Poets, with us, this Proverb do defy, 
be- e live by Smiles, for if you Frown we die. 


To pleaſe you then ſhall oe our chief Endeavour, 
7 all we ask, is but your Smiles for Ever. 
un bid me Jays 
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= 3 a the Dedicates it it to you wat, 
: {eu fave ern it fall a 
bSbe hopes the Ladies will Her Cafe 
as Since Virtue here has been her only im- bas Wo I 
| The. Beaux ſhe 1 thinks, won f fail t6 do H SH 
inet here they're taught wit Safety lum to F ight: | 
She's ng of Favor frompths 2 War, * 
Soldier is her Darling C 
To fear their Mumu then wü be 08 
They only Mutiny when nat prtferr d: 

But yet, I ſee, ſhe does your Ry dread, 
AA like à Priſoner, ſtands with -Fear half dead, 
2 . * While you are Fudges, entence gite, 
* - Tf you're not pleas d, ſhe [; 

Tem Petition then for ont n 
Aud let pour gen rous Clays 4 39 . Is 
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